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Well, nearly everything. Every year, there's always one pesky show that 
night, long past our print deadline—this year, it's The Gypsy and the General, an intriguing-looking acro- 


batic fable from the Minneapolis company 3 Sticks. The show will be playing at Stage 1; don’t let its absence 
from this issue dissuade you from checking it out 


doesn't begin its run until Monday 


But to be honest, one more show might have killed us. Even with a squadron of 17 cappuccino-fueled re- 


viewers at our command, it's a major task getting every single Fringe show reviewed in time for this special 
Monday edition. But we think you'll be pleased by the results: nowhere else in €dmonton will you find a 
critical guide to The Big Kahuna more reliable or more comprehensive than this one. Does Diamond Dog 
sparkle? Is Boom a bomb? Is Bigger Than Jesus better than Jesus as well? Answers to all those questions 
are contained herein... with a review of Question thrown in for good measure 

Strewn throughout this issue, you'll also find a new feature: a special series of “Battles,” in which we pit 


| similar Fringe shows against each other within the critical arena and then declare a victor. 


Enjoy the Fringe, Edmonton. And thanks for making SEE a small part of your Fringe experience, Just | 


don’t get the wrong idea from our cover—leave those tomatoes at home in the kitchen where they belong. 
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Words and Music by 
Stephen Sondheim 









Devised by ~ 
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@ and Julia McKenzie 


Music Director 
& Director: ; 
Randy Mueller 


Starring: Gary Carter, Erin Foster-O’Riordan 
Neil Johnson, Robert Markus, Monica Roberts 
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ALBERTA 
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Call 1-800-422-8160 or 
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{377 words 


Forgive Us 
Our Trespasses 


HIDDEN NINJA FE 

SEEHAS BEEN BANNED FROM 
ATTENDING ANY STEWART 
LEMOINE PLAYS, BUT THE 
LURE OF HAPPY TOES WAS TOO 
STRONG TO RESIST 


For reasons none of us really under- 
stand, SEE has been banned from at- 
tending any future plays by Stewart 
Lemoine, news which—predictably— 
made me want to go ahead and do 
just that. It's a real shame too, be- 
cause of all the works I’ve seen over 
the years at the Fringe, I’m struggling 
to come up with a better example of 
just how to put together professional 
theatre. Simply put, I think Happy 
Toes, Lemoine's first Fringe pro- 
duction since 2002's The Exquisite 
Hour, might be the best Fringe play 
I've ever seen. 

It's ferociously intelligent, fucking 
funny, unpredictable, and enviably 
well-acted—a heavyweight among 
mayflies. 

We start off with coffee between 
two genius mates, Edgar the clari- 
netist (Ron Pederson) and Tony 
(Jeff Haslam). As Tony puts it during 
one of the play’s key conversations, 
he’s not so much independently 
wealthy as completely dependent 


all fringe reviews online 


on his riches. While the two dis 
Edgar's encounter with his ho 
yearning bank teller earlier that 
we get the sense these two will 
up being inactive moral obser 
of the rest of the characters—but 
turns out their bright boredom a; 
casual platitudes will go on to rea: 
range lives. 

The two are soon joined by t! 
jogging acquaintance Alex (Julien 
Arnold), who is hilariously yet 
ously worried that his wife is 
an affair—but with him. She 
give Alex a moment's rest, sneaking 
him to lunch, taking him to dinner 
and ripping his clothes off in hotels | 
Tony and Edgar, both single, 

a loss for words but try their bes 
be sympathetic. On the play's 

side, Davina Stewart's Janine i 
ously going through somethin 
state of crisis perfectly balanced by 
the content musings of Edgar's teller 
Cora (Leona Brausen). 

The way all these characters ar 
thrown together is nothing short o! 
brilliant, putting typical British farce 
to shame. And of all places, it ha 
pens at a free concerto, which aln 
everyone in attendance accidentally 
makes fun of, much to Edgar's dis- 
may. I don't want to wreck any 
more—it's another heartwarming ye! 
cutting play by Lemoine. I hate to 
use the booster's language, but all the 
actors inside it are world-class. 

Just get your ass into the Varsco 
na Theatre immediately, whether 
you've been banned from the prem 
ises or not! 
tok kkk 
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KATE BOSWORTH 
in BLUE HAWAII in BLUE CRUSH 
kk kk okey 
African Folktales Alberto the Dancing Alligator 
Albertine in Five Times Aloha Pinafore 
American Squatter Anime 
“Art” The “B” List 
Big Winner Bigger Than Jesus! 
A Body of Water Cinderella 
Busty Rhymes With MC Hot Pink — Closer 
Eleanor Coffee Dad, Chicken Mom, 
Gordon's Big Bald Head: New and the Fabulous Buddha Boi 
World Hors d'Oeuvres The Genghis Khan 
Green Eggs and Kerouac Guide to Etiquette 
Hamlet (Solo) In Tow 
Jake's Gift An Oak Tree 
Killing Kevin Spacey The Particulars 
The “L” Word Pushin’ Up Daisies: A Musical 
Local Celebrity Question 
Maggie-Now Part 4:1'll Bury See Bob Run 
Youse All Sev 
MILF Stars and Sons 
Mr. Fox Sylvie 
Nik & Stu Counting Leaves Tap Attack 
Our Roots Are Showing Teaching the Fringe 
The Overnight Telegrams From the 
Pagliacci New Canadian Cinema 
The Pumpkin Pie Show Transcendental Masturbation 
RedBird Why Do Fools Fall in Love? 
Scratch 
Singing at the Edge of the World = kak 4exx% 
Sixty-Four and No More Lies Bat Boy: The Musical 
Trojan Women Carrot Juice Comedy 
The Ugly Duckling Crusoe: All Washed Up 
Woody Sed Death's Godson 
kkk Ks Happy Kitchen Pes 
i It Is Better to Ride the Dun, 
1 eh ial ari Beetle Than It Is to Tread J 
Bobby Gould in Hell on Soft Carpet 
Kiss My Bus 
Ute Liink and Zellda: 
Don’t Make Fun of Jesus The Misadventure 
The Etymology of Iroquois The Monkey King and 
Gray/Green Paradise the Iron Fan Princess 
The Greatest Story Never Told The New Step 
Jumpin’ Jack Possible Worlds 
Lived Lives Rainer Hersch: ; 
Meat Farce All Classical Music Explained 
The Mole The Spy 
The Movies (Abridged) Stampede! (Act One) 
Myths and Hymns 
One World Song 
The PreTenors 
The Princess and the Pea 
Putting It ag 
ing the Action for 
eto: the Brownlee Affair 
Sad Victoria's Pelican Day 
Spiral Dive 
The Too Tall Princess 
Whiskey, Gin, and Pints of Beer 
Wild Abandon 
Wooster Sauce 





DONNY & MARIE OSMOND 


JASON SEGEL 





in FORGETTING SARAH MARSHALL in GOIN’ COCONUTS 
kay Kivi 

25 Plays About... Love Joseph and the Amazing 
Amateur Night of Technicolor Dreamcoat 
the Living Dead The Official Napoleon 
Bellies, Knees, and Ankles Dynamite Dance Class 
‘Beth Quinn's Death 

Chimprov Snow Patrol 

Counterpart 

Dead Lover's Day: A Musical Kirk 
Hamletmachine Cellmates: The Musical 
How Sweet It Is Stage Right 
Mathemantics Word of Mouth Is Killing Us 
Occupied 

Quixote 

Trashcan Duet 

detrei 

Learning the Game 

My Incredibly 


Screwed-Up Sisters 





YOU GOT SURFED 
Here at the SEE Fringe Review desk, we know The Big Kahuna is 
ahectic environment. What with all the rushing from theatre to 
theatre to theatre to beer tent to theatre to beer tent to Port-a- 
Potty to beer tent, you barely have time to pause for breath, let 
alone read 24 pages of reviews. So we've made things easy for. 
you with our patented Hawaiian-themed “Kahuna At A Glance” - 
chart, which organizes every play at this year’s Fringe according” 
to the star rating we assigned them elsewhere in this issue. — 
The cream of the crop—the shows that got five or four and ahalf | 
stars—are grouped under the awesomest surfer character in the 
history of film: Patrick Swayze in Point Break. You'll find the four-_ 
star and three-and-a-half-star shows below Elvis Presley in Blue | 
Hawaii; the three-star and two-and-a-half star productions un-— 
der Kate Bosworth, star of the mediocre surfer-chick movie Blue* 
Crush; the two-star and one-and-a-half stars appear ' 
hapless, schlu on Segel, from the Ha 
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1UP (BYOV N) 

If you've never seen a Mostly Water Theatre 
production before, you've been missing Ed- 
monton’s answer to Corky and The Juice Pigs 
(just with a lot more video). At one point they 
perform a song called “Lloydminster” (about 
a boy and a girl from different provinces 
falling in love) that rivals “I'm the Only Gay 
Eskimo” for the title of funniest song about 
Canadian idiosyncrasies ever. Ever! 
Seriously—| couldn't wipe the smirk off my 
face as these guys delivered one deadpan jab 
after another at the intricacies of Guitar Hero 
to Star Wars lifers to jock/geek standoffs in 
World of Warcraft. (Please don't ask how | 
caught all these references; all those years 
with boyfriends and brothers who can't pull 
themselves away from their gaming systems 
have finally paid off.). 

The show's highlight, however, takes on a 
much more highbrow target: the absolutely 
gut-busting “Jane Austen Drinking Game” 
sketch (originally written for CBC Radio's The 
Irrelevant Show) is a must-see for anyone 
looking for an alternative to the hackneyed 
Sociables. “Spontaneous equestrianism! 
Drink!” “Loss of countenance! Two drinks!” 
Go, You will laugh. And you will probably 
spill beer all over yourself in the process. 
—Fawnda Mithrush 

Kok tk te 


25 PLAYS ABOUT... LOVE (STAGE 1) 

Coming up with a rating for a show like this 
is a matter of pure mathematics: roughly 10 
of these mini-plays are good, and roughly 15 
are not. 

With a premise this broad, you'd expect to 
see some creative (and even downright left- 
field) takes on all things amatory, but for 
the most part the show is surprisingly con- 
ventional. Only a few scenes take a real risk 
in their approaches, and only a few of those 
are successful at it—one of the best being a 
man’s monologue about his salvaged mar- 
riage, where the elephant in the room is the 
oversized pink elephant costume he's wear- 
ing the whole time. 

Too often, though, the playwrights (which 
include James Hamilton and Collin Doyle, 
whose Sterling Award-winning Nighthawk 
Rules presented a much more original love 
story than anything here) rely on familiar 
character types. There are the male nerds 
who communicate through videogames, the 
high-strung woman who leaves too many 
phone messages in a row, and the perpetu- 
ally mistreated overweight guy. Skinny, bald 
Hamilton is consistently strong in all of his 
scenes, though; | love that guy! —Michael 
Hingston 

De Or akars 


THE ADVENTUROUS TIMES OF KEVIN 
GRIMES (BYOV K) 

David Belke is back, this time with one of his 
most ambitious projects yet: an epic five- 
part live radio serial, beamed to you from the 
basement of Holy Trinity Anglican Church ev- 
ery night of the Fringe. Belkeheads will want 
to see all five installments, but for those with 
limited Fringe-going time need not worry 
about being dropped, helpless, into the story 
on night five—each show starts out with a 
speedy, hilarious recap, plus there’s a handy 
“Our Story So Far" leaflet in the program. 

All the familiar conventions of radio drama 
are here, including live sound effects, and 
Edmonton herself plays a starring role. The 
entire troupe is delightful, but Andrea House 


gives a standout turn as Rowan, “an ex, 

woman with an eyepatch,” the Marquis 
Sade, among many others. Tickets, as i, 
every Belke show, are in short supply, b, 
don't despair if you are told at the box 
fice that the show is sold out (as my frien 
were)—it turned out that some were « 

available at the door (cash only). If you s 

can't finagle a ticket, | wouldn't be surprisy 
if we're soon hearing the repeats on the 3 

waves for real. —Elliot Kerr 

tok kt ty 


AFRICAN FOLKTALES WITH ERIK DE WAA\ 

(STAGE 12) 

Take your kids to see African Folktales. Hec, 
just take yourself, kids or no kids. Storytellig. 
(real storytelling, performed by a flesh-ang 
blood human and not a talking box) is aq 

ing art; we're losing a valuable, rich artfoyp 
to convenience and commercials. 

But Erik de Waal keeps the art alive for a ney 
generation each year at the Fringe with ti 
captivating children’s shows. With the help 
of a cast of hand puppets, de Waal artfy\i 
weaves traditional African tales and wel 
chosen modern details, making them acce 

sible to young 2\st-century minds. De Waa} 

use of simple interactive techniques like ca 

and-response skillfully holds the attentic: 
of his entire audience, young and old alike- 
in fact, the adults probably giggled just a 
much as the kids. He has a true knack fp 
working with children, expertly quelling eve 
the most boisterous members of the crowd 

The first story, a charming fable about a bul 
in Rabbit's house, was enjoyable enough, but 
| was really impressed with the second tale 
about a mythological cannibal who steak 
a boy’s little sister. (Now there's something 
you won't see in a Disney movie.) —Melissa 
Priestley 

kkk 






ALBERTINE IN FIVE TIMES (STAGE 9) 
Michel Tremblay’s classic Quebec drama puts 
you through the wringer: it's at once depres 
ing and enlightening, wince-inducing and 
heart-felt. It's the story of a Quebec woman 
Albertine, at five different decades of he’ 
life, from age 30 to age 70, each version 0! 
her played by a different actress, all of them 
able to communicate with each other. As the 
five Albertines reflect upon the events of he 
tragic life, it's hard not to be moved. 

All five of the actresses make strong, distind 
impressions, though Caitlin Schulz (wh 
plays Albertine at 30), does stand out as the 
weak link. She's not bad, but her inability 
maintain a French accent does ruin the il 
sion that she's the same woman the othe 
four actresses are playing. 

Downbeat, “serious” plays like this one a 
the hardest ones to market at the Fringe 
where most theatregoers tend to gravitalé 
towards lighthearted comedies and impi0' 
shows. But consider giving Albertine a sho! 
It may not have a happy ending, and it met! 
even leave you with a sense of despa’ fo 
Albertine in her old age, alone with her ms 
takes, but you will also be tremendou'i 
moved. —Ramin Ostad 

kkk Ky 


ALBERTO THE DANCING ALLIGATOR 
(STAGE 12) 

Jan Taylor's adaptation of Richard Waring’ 
award-winning children's book will eithe®” 
chant or repel you, depending on your Pe 
chant for bright colours and bubbly charee 
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it's certainly a spectacle that entrances 
S children, though parents may need to 
race themselves. > 
fo be fair, the play does try to amuse parents 
itha few Shrek-inspired one-liners—though 
e frog hip-hop number (get it, get it?) is a 
it much. Kim Bunka, who plays a host of 
aracters, has excellent timing and deliv- 
ry, her performance as the Italian-spouting 
lent ringmaster of the "Circo di Slime” will 
raw giggles out of everyone. 
The occasionally clumsy puppetry could use 
‘some smoothing out—although even the 
most slender-fingered performer might find 
it hard to maneuver the tiny baby Alberto 
puppet. Things improve significantly with 
the full-size grown-up Alberto, although 
{im still not convinced having the character 
played by a puppet is the best choice. Then 
again, the alternative—a person in an alliga- 
 suit—comes dangerously close to the in- 
mous purple dinosaur. —Melissa Priestley 
Oe 85s 


ALOHA PINAFORE (STAGE 11) 

Riding the waves of last year’s El Muchacho, 
herrard Musical Theatre delivers another 
zesty production. This Hawaiian spin on Gil- 
tand Sullivan's H.M.S. Pinafore is a parody 
f a parody—and the indiscriminate inclusion 
‘of songs from Pirates of Penzance, Carmen, 
and bits of musical theatre both highbrow 
and lowbrow will leave purists apoplectic. 
(G&S aficionados who enjoyed Edmonton 
Opera’s production of Pinafore last season 
will roll their eyes at the references to The 
Love Boat.) 

But the same basic story of forbidden love 
between a young boatswain and the cap- 
tain's daughter is still here, and the enthusi- 
asm of the large cast (which includes a wide 
spectrum of ages) is infectious. Operetta 
snobs, watch out. People looking for an un- 
demanding good time, give it a try. Jeremy 
Schiff 

kkk 


AMATEUR NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD 
(STAGE7) 

Hardcore zombie fans looking for brains, 
blood, and cheesy one-liners better look 
elsewhere—none are to be found in this 
tomedy from Calgary. Well, except for the 
one-liners. 

Trevor Campbell lays the cheese on thick with 
One flat joke after another in this deadpan 
comedy set in The Laugh Hole, a decrepit 18 
year-old comedy club that is closing down to 
Make room for a Blockbuster outlet. Camp- 
bell plays the six comedians on the bill for 
he club's final show. The headliners include 
@ crazed Adolf Hitler doing Woody Allen im- 
Personations ... and for those who don't find 
Jewish jokes funny, there's always Campbell's 
Jesus Christ routine. (The biggest flaw to this 
jaracter aren't his tasteless claims that he’s 
homosexual drug abuser, but the fact that 
costume doesn't include a beard.) 

It was difficult to tell whether the stone- 
ced audience | saw this show with just 
didn't find most of ANOLD funny, or if they 


Tance was “Guy Gravestone,” who special- 
'n Pee Wee Herman impersonations. 


Pecially shows where the one person talkes 
about actual experiences from their lives, 
There is only so much Navel-gazing a Fringe- 
goer can take, especially when it's someone 
else's navel. Thankfully, Barry Smith (whose 
Jesus in Montana was one of the most memo- 
rable shows of the 2007 Fringe) is fully aware 
of this potential trap and happily walks in. As 
he begins his account of his journey from 
American suburbanite to proudly down- 
and-out London skater/poet/punk/squatter, 
he proudly proclaims, “Self-absorption had 
reached critical mass." 

Armed with a microphone, a slide projec- 
tor, and a camera pointed at—surprise, 
surprise!—himself, Smith shapes his story 
through deft anecdotes and plenty of photos 
and video footage that he swears have not 
been Photoshopped. | believe him. Smith has 
a deft sense of self-satire that he expresses 
through seamless one-liners and well-placed 
images. He even demonstrates some sweet- 
ness and (eep!) character growth, fooling 
the audience into chuckling through one 
young man's journey of self-discovery. —Cait- 
lin Fulton 

kth ks 


ANIME (BYOV J) 

Anime isn't so much a play as it is... well, play. 
Playwright/actor Keith Wyatt, director Ste- 
fan Dzeparoski, and an impressive cast have 
set out to recreate the experience of watch- 
ing Japanese animation in real time, sans 
special effects. And they come very clase to 
pulling it off. From the balletic fight scenes, 
the original score, and the existential themes, 
to the perfectly suited cyberpunk-influenced 
venue (namely, downtown's New City com- 
pound), Anime brings a cartoon world to life, 
along with an appropriately cartoonlike story 
about a female cyborg searching for truth 
and identity, a life. 

When it succeeds, it does so through the au- 
dacious force of the cast's imagination, es- 
pecially that of Wyatt and supporting actor 
Garett Ross. Unfortunately, this is the same 
area where it fails. Too often, Anime’s per- 
formers come off sounding like children at 
play, completely immersed in a world of their 
own creation and mimicking their favorite 
manga. The writing is full of trite aphorisms, 
pretentious pop-philosophy and obvious so- 
cial commentary, not to mention toy guns. 
Then again, true fans of anime will probably 
really dig that. -Greg Hudson 

kkk ek 


“ART” (STAGE 3) 

Yasmina Reza's much-performed play about 
three guys who destroy their lifelong friend- 
ship over a piece of modern art is vividly 
brought to life by director Kelly Reay and a 
top-notch cast. Serge (Philip Warren Sar- 
sons) pays an inordinate amount of money 
for an all-white painting with white diagonal 
lines running down the middle; Marc (David 
Trimble) thinks Serge has tured into a pre- 
tentious, alien snob as a result; and Yvan 
(Eric Nyland) exhaustedly tries to see both 
points of view. 

Even if you couldn't care less about the mer- 
its of modern art (or the ideology behind 
it), you'll be surprised at the emotions this 
production stirs up (even if it only makes you 
feel outraged at the pomposity of it all). You 
may or may not come away with new insight, 
but the giddy image of these three men, 
angrily bickering and circling the canvas like 
aesthetic vultures, ought to make even the 





stuffiest critic lighten up a little. —Michael 
Hingston 
kk kk 


THE B-LIST (STAGE7) 

The B-Girls are fresh out of rehab and riding 
the Amy Winehouse train to international 
stardom. Unfortunately, a few things still 
stand in their way. Not only does Ivana, the 
sultry Latina sexaholic, still not have her Ca- 
nadian citizenship, but the girls get trapped 
in a psychedelic musical time warp after eat- 
ing some strange mushrooms while working 
for David Suzuki at a new health food cater- 
ing service and cabaret 

Will Ivana become a Canadian? Will The B- 
Girls come back from this inconvenient re- 
lapse in time for their world tour? And what 
is the awful secret that the girls are keeping 
from their beautiful audience? The answers 
to these questions won't be found in this 
review, but rest assured all the glamourous 


answers are revealed in The B-List, a bawdy | 


pop-culture burlesque from Toronto actor/ 
playwrights Michael Boyuk and Mark Pea- 
cock. 

This kind of show is designed to be brassy, 
but they've definitely overdone it with the 
blaring volume. Unless the sound is fixed, | 
recommend sitting in the centre section of 
the Yardbird Suite. On the other hand, the 
extreme volume ensures that the crowd will 
have show tunes ringing in their heads for 
hours afterward. —Andrew Paul 

wk sy 


BALLS! (STAGE 5) 
See Battle! on page 16. 


BAT BOY: THE MUSICAL (BYOV L) 

Bat Boy, as any regular reader of the Weekly 
World News can tell you, is a bald, feral teen- 
ager with big ears, pointy teeth, and skin 
paler than Moby. As this tongue-in-cheek 
musical opens, he’s shuffling around his cave 
on crouched limbs when he is discovered by 
a few local kids. By play's end, he's at ease 
singing and tap dancing along with the 





family who took him in and domesticated 
him. 

This showis inspired by supermarket tabloids, 
but its true inspiration is Tim Burton's Edward 
Scissorhands: both are whimsical tales of an 
unusual boy who finds acceptance amidst a 
suspicious, conformist community—in this 
case, the tight-knit, God-fearing community 
of Hope Falls, West Virginia. In Bat Boy, these 
tensions frequently inspire the townstolk to 
erupt into whimsical song (“Hold me, Bat 
Boy/Touch me, Bat Boy...") that incorporate 
a mix of rock/pop, gospel, and even rap. 
Unfortunately, the plodding first act robs this 
story of a lot of its potential charm. It’s only 
when the plot heats up in the second act and 
the colourful characters are given freer rein 
to be quirky that Bat Boy's story truly takes... 
er... wing. Janet Ngo 

kk 


BELLIES, KNEES, AND ANKLES (STAGE 8) 
Linette Smith, Karen Gurba, Amanda Scorge, 
and Kimberly Lang obviously all worked very 
hard on this play. They may not be the most 
experienced, virtuosic actors in the world, but 
they've got a lot of heart. Which is why it was 
kinda sad to see their efforts squandered on 
this script. 

Playwright W.E. Hamilton gives us a strange 
mishmash of characters with relationships 
that pop up out of nowhere; even though 
these women have just met, they ask each 
other very personal questions right off the 
bat, and none of them seem unfazed by 
the presumptuousness. The play raises all 
the typical “feminist” issues that Hamilton 
apparently assumes all women will auto- 
matically relate to (waitressing, dieting, 
spirituality, mom/daughter issues, pregnan- 
cy, insecurities). But these tired conventions 
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come off more as a cheap grab at audience 
sympathy and they do nothing to make 
these women seem like specific human be- 
ings. A play about these four actresses, on 
the other hand—that might be worth seeing. 
—Jill Stanton 

key 


"BETH (STAGE 5) 

‘Beth may be based on Shakespeare's Mac- 
beth, but playwright Andrea Rosenfield 
seems perfectly content to discard those 
complicated bits that made the original a 
delightfully psychological tale of ambition 
and the supernatural. Only the most basic 
plot points remain in this confusing two- 
hander, and those are pretty jumbled, just in 
case you thought your memories of studying 
the play in high school might help you figure 
out what's going on. 

Rosenfield’s story follows the treachery that 
crops up due to an unjust will, and the scriptis 
heavy on legalese and light on poetry. Some 
speeches that are paraphrased directly from 
the Bard into a peculiar modern English are 
particularly painful. 

Actors Vladimir Cara and Angela Potvin 
each perform several scenes alone, playing 
both villain and hero with the use of a mir- 
ror, but while both actors work themselves 
into quite a state of emotional intensity, puz- 
zling out the distinctions between characters 
and understanding their motivations is a 
challenge. Still, it does create some striking 
visual images, and for all the barriers stand- 
ing in the audience's way, it does leave you 
wanting to explore its world further. —Elliot 
Kerr 
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BIG SHOT (STAGE 8) 

Big Shot is the latest brainchild from young 
soon-to-be-a-superstar Jon Lachlan Stew- 
art, who made a big splash a few Fringes ago 
with his manic one-man show Little Room. 
Once again, Stewart is the sole performer in 
this “psychological thriller" about everyday 
tragedies and how they relate to the ones we 
see in movies or TV newscasts. 

Stewart seamlessly shifts between six dif- 
ferent characters (including an elderly 
Japanese man, a character Stewart went 
so far as to get language training in order to 
play). You literally cannot take your eyes off 
him; Stewart is a mass of creative energy, 
and his commitment to his craft is almost 
palpable. Words fail me... you're just going to 
have to see this one for yourself. Do it! —Jill 
Stanton 

toto 


BIG WINNER (STAGE 5) 

Romance! Intrigue! Timmy's! Big Winner is a 
homegrown gem. This romantic dramedy by 
Ellen Chorley about a pair of Red Deer room- 
mates and their quest to win big in the Tim 
Hortons Roll-Up-the-Rim-to-Win contest is 
an absolute charmer, capturing those elusive 
connections between friendship, intimacy, 
and love with subtlety and grace, never once 
sinking into sap or didactic monologizing. 

| am now a newly converted fan of Chor- 
ley's playwriting, and | liked her acting a lot 
too—she stars in the show opposite Brian 
Bergum, and together, the two have the kind 
of chemistry and comic timing that lesser 
thespians have actually killed for in drama 
Programs across the nation. Big Winner is 
perfect fare for a sunny afternoon with an ice 
capp—check it out, and see if you don’t add 


the phrase “yellow light splooge” to your \p, 
cabulary the way | have. —Elliot Kerr 
wk kk 





BIGGER THAN JESUS! (STAGE 8) 
Inflatable Buddha is a band from Lee 
England, and they begin this show by prom, 
ising to deliver “philosophy you can dang. 
to.” Such a heady statement! | couldn't wa 
to hear the result. Well, Bigger Than Jes, 
turned out to be an amateurish version 9; 
Saturday Night Live, only lamer and wi 
more audience participation. None of th; 
jokes go together, and they're all a little py 
here and there, 

The show is also like SNL in that there; 
a super-surprise musical guest (Susann, 
Starling), who, between snippets of fron. 
man Steve Larkins crazy facial gestures any 
acquired-taste humour, gives us little peck 
of beauty with sensual songs she perform 
while accompanying herself on the uprigh; 
bass. Some real talent here! Go for the guilty 
pleasure, if not for the fact that everything 
sounds funnier with a British accent. —j 
Stanton 

b oo aXaxe 


BOBBY GOULD IN HELL (STAGE 9) 

What if the fate of your immortal soy 
was decided not on your actions, but yow 
thoughts? Does performing nothing but vi- 
tuous deeds absolve you of the sinful ideas 
funning through your head at the same 
time? Those are the questions posed by Da 
vid Mamet's little-known short play Bobby 
Gould in Hell, although it never takes them 
terribly seriously. 

That Bobby Gould is so funny is a blessing and 
a curse; it's always a treat to hear Mamet's 
trademark profane humour (and this play 
is a relief from the pressure-cooker drama 
of Oleanna, another Mamet play the same 
company is staging at the same venue), but 
the comedy arguably detracts from a story 
that poses some fascinating questions about 
what being a “good person” really means. | 
say this reluctantly, but | probably could have 
used more philosophy and less gruff humor 
from the devilish Interrogator (Bradley Bish- 
op) and his Nazi assistant (Cody Porter, who 
steals the show despite having the fewest 
lines). Ramin Ostad 

Kk ke 


A BODY OF WATER (STAGE 9) 

Lee Blessing’s play has a familiar Twilight 
Zone-ish premise: two amnesiac adults who 
cannot even remember their own selves 
let alone their surroundings. But Blessing 
isn't primarily interested in solving the mys 
tery about how or why Avis (Coralie Cairns) 
and Moss (John Sproule) arrived at this 
situation; instead he focuses on how they 
cope with the fact that, each day, they will 
awaken with no memories—the slate wiped 
clean once again. In fact, | would have bee" 
happy if the mystery had never been solved 
at all: with the introduction of Wren (Beth 
Graham), the couple's daughter, caretaket 
and the only person who has all the answe’s.~ 
A Body of Water descends into unsatisfying 
cliche. 

That said, the performances are, as 0 
would expect from this cast, top-notch 
Cairns and Sproule are both extremely co! 
vincing in their parts—Avis nervous and ais 
traught, Moss curious and witty. And Gratia™ 
is excellent as Wren, seamlessly mixing 2” 
gulsh and rage with love both feigned a” 
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enuine. Ramin Ostad 
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BOOM (STAGE3) > 
There are a lot of one-person shows at the 
inge, but few of them plunge you into a 
strange, densely imagined world as quickly 
4s Andrew Connor's Boom. Within only a 
ew minutes, Connor introduces to a cross- 
<oction of the citizens of New Rockwell, 
0 hope the spaceport they're building 
‘on the outskirts of town will rescue their 
crumbling city. We meet the incompetent 
“mayor who has blithely signed over control 
of all the municipal institutions to the cor- 
poration erecting the spaceport; the smug, 
aly, underqualified spaceport CEO; a tetchy 
‘older couple; a precocious little girl; and her 
uncle, an ethical bomb-builder whose cre- 
ations can rid cauliflowers of butterflies and 
make Frenchmen unable to pronounce their 
“p's properly... everything, really, except ex- 
plode. (Exploding bombs, he explains, rep- 
resent bombs in their crudest form: “There's 
always a more elegant solution,” he says.) 
Boom reminds me of a highly verbal version 
of a Nicola Gunn play in the way it moves 
swiftly among its cast of eccentric charac- 
ters, the connections between them only 
gradually becoming apparent. The story runs 
alittle bit out of steam near the end, but this 
is still a delightful Fringe discovery, teeming 
with inventive ideas and playful verbal wit. 
Kapow! —Paul Matwychuk 
0 6. 8.8.e 


BUSTY RHYMES WITH MC HOT PINK 
(STAGE?) 

Globetrotting Fringe favourite Penny Ash- 
ton (aka MC Hot Pink) blazes fire across the 
stage in all her big-breasted glory in this racy 
one-woman show. A genre-busting perfor- 
mance poet, singer, dancer, and savagely 
funny raconteuse specializing in tales of rela- 
tionships and inevitable heartbreak, she con- 
fronts, pummels, and overcomes over and 
over again. At the same time, Penny never 
forgets that she's a lady, even when discuss- 
ing her huge “norks” or the multi-species 
dating scene in her particular corner of New 
Zealand. She educates as she gyrates, put- 
ting bad men in their place without sinking 
to their level. She loves men, but she does 
have a lot of advice for them. 

In less talented and more earnest hands, her 
messages could alienate, but at the perfor- 
mance | attended, she charmed our pants off 
whether she was exposing her vulnerabilities 
inmeasured tones or dancing up a butt-slap- 
ping hip-hop storm. The finale alone is worth 
the price of admission. —Barry Bristman 
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CARROT JUICE COMEDY (STAGE 2) 

Rapid Fire Theatre improv veterans Joey Lu- 
cius and Andrew Torry join: Neil LeGrandeur 
in @ half-hour of carrot juice and '80s music- 
fueled comedy. The trio mixes short action 
Sketches with slice-of-life confessional tales 
and some audacious choreography most of 
Us Would be embarrassed to perform outside 
Sur own showers. LeGrandeur stands out 
as the best performer of the three, but the 
entire Carrot Juice team is consistently en- 
€rgetic, enthusiastic, and genuine, throwing 
themselves wholeheartedly into each new 
character, 

The problem is that a lot of the material just 
isnt that strong, and many of the sight gags, 
Stories, and character types are a little too 
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familiar. And while I'm a huge fan of filthy 
language, it's no substitute for a real joke or 
a genuinely funny story. Also, exaggerated 
faces and loud delivery can only do so much 
to cover up a less-than-fulfilling script. But 
| would love to see these three a few years 
down the road, when their writing has caught 
up with their acting. —Barry Bristman 
wey 


CELLMATES: THE MUSICAL (STAGE 1) 

An absolute mess—and not in an endearing 
way. This ramshackle story of two hapless 
Prisoners trying to make parole starts off 
questionable and quickly drops into outright 
nonsense, with reference points that span 
from awkward (dildos disguised as lamps, 
a Shakespeare quote encouraging suicide) 
to extremely awkward (Ed Stelmach and 
Barack Obama Photoshopped with cartoon 
googly eyes). Then there are the songs ... and 
really, the less said about them, the better, 
None of the actors are trained singers, and 
even one-note melodies tend to come out 
flat and breathy. 

The biggest problem, though, is the gen- 
eral sloppiness surrounding this production: 
characters laughing in mid-song, or yelling 
at the audience, out of character, during a 
blackout—each of which took upwards of 30 
seconds to complete—and just general con- 
fusion surrounding lighting and music cues. 
Darrel Stephenson has good overall comic 
timing, and Caitlyn Legris is understandably 
Nervous, as she's still in high school, but the 
rest of the production seems like one massive 
and baffling mistake. —Michael Hingston 
tow wy 


CHIMPROV (BYOV B) 

They'te a perennial favourite on the Edmon- 
ton improv scene, but Rapid Fire Theatre's 
Chimprov got off to a rough start at this 
year's Fringe. Tad Hargrave and Jamie Ca- 
vanagh tried valiantly to draw the audience 
into Knifefight, but they shot blanks for the 
first few minutes. Although things picked up 
slightly from there, the act dragged its heels 
from there on, the less-than-inspired banter 
evoking only sporadic laughter, not the hour- 
long belly laughs we've come to expect from 
this company. 

The performance seemed more like a training 
demonstration for improv artists than it did 
an actual show, with Hargrave and Cavanagh 
unnecessarily and continually explaining the 
mechanics of various acting techniques. 
Hargrave also had a problem staying in char- 
acter, killing the scene's momentum as he 
experimented with different accents. 

Improv is tough if the audience isn't into it, 
but that’s part of the challenge. Hopefully 
Chimprov’s other players will have better luck 
during the rest of the Fringe; give them a shot 
if you've got time to kill. Melissa Priestley 
wey 


CINDERELLA (STAGE 12) 

You know a family show is good when even 
the preteen boy seated next to me utters, 
"That was cool” once it’s over. This version of 
the familiar fairytale has all the right ingredi- 
ents: exuberant young performers, plenty of 
audience participation, and enough twists to 
keep the older ones interested. 

As we enter the theatre, we're greeted by a 
cheerful good-morning from our fairy god- 
mother Britannia, who serves as the show's 
emcee. Meanwhile, the performances by 
Chris Scott and Brad Bergeron as the evil 
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Stepsisters will hopefully help prepare young 
audience to take in their first Guys in Disguise 
show a few years down the road. A subplot 
involving the stepmother is a nice touch, 
as is the orchestral version of “Stairway to 
Heaven” that plays during the ball scene. The 
young actors’ energy at times hovers danger- 
ously close to shrill, but it's infectious, and 
kept me almost as engaged as the kids sur- 
rounding me. —Caitlin Fulton 
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CLOSER (STAGE 2) 

The first time | tried to see Closer, the per- 
formance was canceled due to a “technical 
malfunction." Having now been inside the 
sauna-like Strathcona Community League 
and seen the show, I'm sure the culprit was 
plain old heat 

This adaptation of Patrick Marber’s ultra- 
cynical 1997 take on love and fidelity (which 
was adapted to film by Mike Nichols in 2004) 
uses music and a never-at-rest projector so 
often that I'm sure the 34-degree weather 
simply short-circuited the whole system. 

This version of the play takes the two in- 
tertwined couples (Alice and Daniel, and 
Anna and Larry) and further complicates 
the already-knotty storyline by having two 
actors (Shomee Chakrabartty and Savanna 
Harvey) play the four of them. Some of it 
works seamlessly, in particular when Har- 
vey does double-duty as Anna takes Alice's 
portrait, but most of your mental energy is 
devoted simply to figuring out who's ons- 
tage, doing what, and to whom. The blunt 


dialogue—"How does your cunt taste?” asks | 


Larry of Alice, apropos of nothing—is an extra 
shot to your focus, and comes across here as 
accidentally jarring, rather than intentionally 
SO. 

Teenagers, beware: like the film, this is not 


a show you'll want to watch alongside your | 


parents. —Michael Hingston 
Kew 


THE CODY RIVERS SHOW PRESENTS: 

STICK TO GLUE (STAGE 3) 

Mike Mathieu and Andrew Connor know 
their art very well. This pair from Bell- 
ingham, Wash., has been doing different 
“episodes” of The Cody Rivers Show for 
almost four years now, and it’s easy to see 
why they're still at it. Their remarkable vocal 
and physical rhythm throughout their perfor- 
mance, for instance, is just a joy to witness. 
Without spoiling too many of the surprises in 
store for you in this show, let me say simply 
that you'll be seeing Mike and Andrew play 
everything from two farmers pondering the 
different types of people in the world to a 
pair of humanoid aliens battling gigantic 
space slugs. It's amazing how they move 
from Sweden to Colombia in a matter of 
seconds. 

Stick to Glue is meant to be one thing and one 
thing only: fun. Actually, let me put an excla- 
mation mark at the end of that sentence: 
fun! It's creative, clever, and even comes with 
whimsical songs and silly little accompany- 
ing dances that will send even the grouchiest 
Fringer home happy. 

Note: due to their busy schedules, The Cody 
Rivers Show only runs until this Wednesday, 
so get on it! Alejandro Moreno 

tok a 


COFFEE DAD, CHICKEN MOM, AND THE 
FABULOUS BUDDHA BOI (STAGE 5) 
Holy Buddha! If you don't goto this show, you 
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may miss your only chance to see a levitat- 
ing Trevor Schmidt—not to mention what is 
surely one of this year's most fabulous Fringe 
set and lighting designs (courtesy of Daniela 
Masellis). Nick Green's capable, clever script 
is full of witty fun, including possibly the 
greatest-ever riff on the old'riddle of which 
came first, the chicken or the egg. ‘ 
But Coffee Dad struggles to provide any 
substantial dramatic meat (or should that 
be tofu?) for Schmidt to sink his formidable 
chops into. He creates the three characters 
of the title with his usual engaging skill, but 
these 20-minute monologues smack more 
of caricature and camp than a meaningful 
interpretation of possible worlds. When an 
authoritative voice-over intoned, “This isn’t 
just about an emo teen hiding out in his 
basement,” | realized | must have missed the 
point,because New Age teen angst was all it 
addedup to for me. —Elliot Kerr 
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COUNTERPART (STAGE 11) 

The minimalist set, lighting cues, and props 
put the actors and script front-and centre in 
The Saucy Fops’ Counterpart. Meet Jordan, 
who's ina Steady relationship while his coun- 
terpart, a woman also named Jordan, goes. 
through a string of awkward first dates, The 
play follows these two Jordans as they each 
search for their better half, dissecting the ur- 
ban dating scene in the process. 

There are a few amusing observations here 
on romantic mores, from how to make a 
good first impression, to public washroom 
etiquette. At the same time, the production 
leans a little too heavily on its dialogue, mak- 


ing minimal use of the stage and the lighting 
cues that might have made the action more 
dynamic. The result is a production that falls 
far short of its potential. Jeremy Schiff 
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CRUDE LOVE (STAGE 7) 

Crude Love is a romance, but it’s an unusually 
topical one, set in Fort McMurray in the not- 
so-distant future. It’s 2012; the U.S. military 
has occupied northern Alberta to protect 
the oilsands from terrorists who creepily re- 
semble present-day environmental activists. 
Abbie Waxman (Russell Bennett) is one of 
those terrorists, and during a protest stunt, 
he chains himself to a dump truck operated 
by Phyllis McCormack (Gillian Bennett). Their 
awkward meeting kicks off a wild romance 
in the futuristic wasteland of the Alberta 
oilfield. 

The two Bennetts, who also wrote the script, 
use these characters’ relationships as a 
(somewhat diagrammatic) way of present- 
ing both sides of the tarsands equation. 


* Phyllis is a Newfoundland girl just trying to 


get her slice of the pie, while Waxman is a 
former Greenpeace activist who sees Big Oil 
not as an employment opportunity but a 
destructive, tyrannical force that needs to be 
dismantled immediately. Both characters are 
lovable and easy to identify with, regardless 
of your opinion on the oil industry. (Although 
come on, people. Have you seen those tail- 
ings ponds?) 

Crude Love is asweet little play that success- 
fully argues that no matter how different 
two people might appear to be, love con- 
quers all... that is, unless the oil industry is 


involved. —Andrew Paul 
wok kt 


CRUSOE: ALL WASHED UP (STAGE 9) 

Armed with nothing but an accordion, a blue 
sheet, and a whole lot of imagination, ac- 
tor/playwright Fergus Rougier embarks on 
a comic retelling of the story of Robinson 
Crusoe. Staving off hunger, delirium, and 
loneliness, Crusoe must find a way out of his 
desperate, lonely predicament on his desert 
island and return to the luxuries of the real 
world and the comfort of human contact. 
Hilarious, right? 

Actually, there are many enjoyable moments 
to Crusoe. Rougier is a high-energy storyteller 
and a flamboyant mime, and his comedic 
timing is often spot-on. But it's not quite 
enough. Many of his pantomimes are mys- 
tifying, and while Rougier usually explains 
what happened immediately afterward, 
those explanations are only necessary be- 
cause his body language, and his constant 
character switching, are too ambiguous 
to understand them clearly the first time. 
—Ramin Ostad 

KK 


DEAD LOVER'S DAY: A MUSICAL (STAGE 11) 

Don't let the morose tile or the theatre com- 
Pany’s ominous name (“Terrible Trouble 
Productions") deceive you: Dead Lover's Day 
is actually a sweet story about dealing with 
loss and moving on. Frank and Edith are in 
love ... but when Frank dies he winds up in 
a world of dead lovers, able to watch Edith 
jealously from afar as she continues on with- 
out him. Think of Truly, Madly, Deeply, only 


with a bland rock score ... and without Alan 
Rickman. 

The pasty-faced, zombie-like actors make 
a marvelous contrast against the creepy set 
consisting of stark, leafless wire-frame trees, 
but these visual pleasures are drowned out 
by the overamplified music and voices—this 
show is way too loud for this moderate-sized 
theatre space. The racket is enough to raise 
the dead. —Jeremy Schiff 
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DEATH'S GODSON (STAGE 3) 

Having taken his mother in childbirth, Death 
feels an unexpected pang of conscience and 
volunteers to become the infant's godmoth- 
er. (Shades of TV's Reaper!) When the boy, 
Sebastian, comes of age, she marks the oc- 
casion by giving him his choice of bequests— 
and he chooses to become a great healer. In 
other words, to visit people on their death- 
beds and help them get well again. It's kind 
of amazing that nobody sees the mother- 
son conflict coming. 

This musical by Paul Morgan Donald and Mi- 
chele Brown, based ona Spanish folktale, will 
come as a surprise to people who recall Don- 
ald’s sexy, jazzy earlier Shows Kink! and Reefer 
Madness: not only is Death's Godson as som- 
bre as they come, but the low-energy songs 
are disappointingly unmemorable. However, 
Brown cuts an imposing figure—titerally!— 
as the scythe-wielding Grim Reaper. —Paul 
Matwychuk 

Kay 


DIAMOND DOG (BYOV B) 


Nine top local actors plus one valuable pooch 


equals one very satisfying piece of theap, 
Diamond Dog, playwright Belinda Cornis;, 
crime caper, tells the increasingly Viole, 
story of a motley crew of unwise wise g\) 
whose attempts to pay back the money ths, 
owe to their deplorable, yet oddly pater, 
boss Uncle Larry (Kenneth Brown, who aj: 
directs) only mire them deeper and deep. 
in trouble. Cornish and Brown were oby 
ously inspired by the films of Guy Ritch, 
(you know, the Lock, Stock, and Two Smokin; 
Barrels/Snatch guy), and they've even gor, 
so far as to set up a video screen on one <iq 
of the stage, a “cinematic” touch that’s qj. 
tracting and largely unnecessary. 

But that's just about this show's only dray 
back; this is a remount of an independey; 
production from last May with mostly ‘hy: 
same cast, and the experience shows~;\f 
were to describe this show ina word, it wouiy 
be tight. The potentially confusing plot up 
folds cleanly under Brown's crisp directigy 
and the actors capture every profane nuang 
of Belinda Cornish's quick and dirty dialogy: 
It's a true ensemble piece—every characte 
gets a chance to shine, whether they're lis: 
ing their digestive ailments, losing drinking 
contests, petnapping, or just getting caugn 
in any number of compromising precica 
ments. —Caitlin Fulton 
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DIE ROTEN PUNKTE: SUPER MUSIKANT! 
(STAGE 8) 

Wow. How to describe this one? Astrid and 
Otto, a brother-and-sister musical duo fron 
Berlin, guide you through a one-hour set of 
their own material, parodying several mus- 
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ral genres along the way, all the while giving 
some insight into what can happen to 
yr relationship with your sister when the 
‘yo of your are also members of a hardcore 


cmeared lipstick! Tiny instruments! Insults 
directed at The White Stripes! German 
straight-edge flashcards! It's all part of the 
fyn at this very clever comedy. And to top it 
- there Is a chance at the end of the play 
to purchase commemorative band t-shirts 
and pins, all of which are actually really awe- 
some! You have to see this one to believe it. 


NON'T MAKE FUN OF JESUS (STAGE 9) 
This one-woman comedy routine by Sherri 
p, Sutton is an irreverent retelling of her life 
‘as. a lesbian Catholic from the poorer side of 
Georgia, including the not ane but two times 
she came out of the closet. 

Sutton has obviously never been one to 
feel sorry for herself; indeed, her jokes work 
‘as well as they do because of her constant 
‘optimism. Don’t Make Fun of Jesus could 
easily have settled for sarcasm and bitter 
mour, but instead Sutton delivers her story 
without a hint of anger or resentment. To 
er mind, even her setbacks and tragedies 
were more like unfortunately-yet-hilarious 
moments that helped to define who she is 
today. 

Not all of it flows perfectly—one monologue 
about racism lasts a little too long, and the 
final third feels unconnected to the mate- 
ial that preceded it—but Sutton’s message 
is so uplifting that the flaws hardly matter. 
This woman will make you laugh. Even Jesus 
would get a kick out of her. —Ramin Ostad 


Jon Lachlan Stewart strikes again this Fringe 
(he's also doing a solo show called Big Shot at 
the same venue), but this time he's brought 
-a couple of very talented friends along with 
him: Leah Doz and Vincent Forcier, both of 
whom are quite brilliant. The story, set in a 
brothel during the Paris Commune, is ripe 
with love, lust, politics ... and typewriting. 
The plot takes a little while to get going (and 
the story requires some concentration to sort 
out), but once you connect one dot they all 
start connecting and the rollercoaster ride 
barely lets up, Does it sound like a backhand- 
ed compliment to say Eleanoris so well-done 
it barely feels like a Fringe play? In any case, 
Suffice it to say that you'll be kicking yourself 
a few years from now to think that you once 
Could have paid $12 to see Stewart onstage 
instead of $50—he’s unmistakably a talent 
On the rise, Jill Stanton 
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THE ETYMOLOGY OF IROQUOIS (STAGE 2) 
Fringe Veteran and prolific author, artist, and 
educator Timothy J. Anderson returns to the 
Stage with a story that challenges conven- 
tional perceptions of other cultures and our 
Understanding of what makes history. The 
Etymology of Iroquois is an engaging, inter- 
active, multi-disciplinary lesson that travels 
back and forth across the Atlantic in search 
ofan accurate account of an unfortunate la- 
bel that doomed an ancient nation. 

*storcal plays always run the risk of tuming 
Mito dry recitations of facts, but Anderson's 
Dlaid-shorted, high-socked — Professor— 
Part historian, part linguist, part classroorn 
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crusader—holds the audience's attention 
throughout the play. In some ways, he's the 
history teacher you wish you had, though this 
instructor doesn't mind making his students 
squirm in their seats. 

It's a shame that this show may not attract 
the numbers it should, as the title makes it 
sound like fodder for academics, which it def- 
initely isn't. Anderson and Karyn Mott, who 
plays an obstreperous student just as inter- 
ested as her professor as in finding the truth, 
bring the past alive with equal amounts of 
humour and outrage. —Barry Bristman 
kkk 


THE GENGHIS KHAN GUIDE TO ETIQUETTE 
(STAGE 4) 

Stand-up poet and perennial Fringer Rob Gee 
returns with an updated installment of his 
Genghis Khan spoken-word series. This time 
around, the British wordsmith offers what 
he calls a “poetic celebration of social skills.” 
In practice that means a solid 60 minutes of 
astonishing tongue-morphing, packing rap 
chops on par with Eminem (and with anota- 
bly more diverse vocabulary). Touching on his 
troubles with love, weed, cops, and a twinge 
of cheese, Gee's shtick lies somewhere be- 
tween the playfulness of Shel Silverstein and 
the self-deprecating pessimism of Larry Da- 
vid. Gee's right: he does make Morrissey look 
like Shirley Temple by comparison. 

As he jumps from poem to poem, Gee throws 
in a few explanatory asides to clear up any 
possible cultural confusions—he pauses mid- 
stanza in his poem “Every Man Should Read 
Cosmo” to explain the phrase “Not tonight 
darling, I've got a Prozac.” The asides are a 
welcome complement to the fast-paced 
verses, which can sound a bit muddy to re- 
laxed ears. If this show is any indication, 
Gee could charm his way out of any scrapes 
with the cops—in fact, they'd probably end 
up taking him to the pub afterward to see 
how his tongue holds up after a few beers. 
—Fawnda Mithrush 

kkk 


THE GOOD THIEF (BYOV B) 

The biggest challenge of Conor McPherson's 
one-man show in which a “paid thug” tells 
the story of a job gone very wrong, is to finda 
way to keep the nameless protagonist from 
falling into a sentimental pit of despair over 
the crimes he's committed (and dragging the 
audience down with him). You also have to 
convince the audience that this man would 
never deliberately set out to commit cold- 
bloodedly murder, but that he is the kind of 
low-life who could easily “make a mess.” This 
is the type of man who will call his ex-girl- 
friend a slut one minute and wonder if he's 
“at the centre of her thoughts” the next. 

This production succeeds beautifully on all 
fronts. Frank Zotter (who was nominated for 
a Sterling last season for playing a different 
sort of lowlife in Stuck at Workshop West) 
resolves all the character's apparent con- 
tradictions, drawing us into his pool of light 
as if it's an intimate confessional. There are 
no extraneous characters here, no mimed re- 
enactments, not even a set. Instead, director 
Wayne Paquette wisely trusts McPherson's 
words and Zotter's impeccably distilled per- 
formance. —Caitlin Fulton 
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GORDON’S BIG BALD HEAD: NEW WORLD 
HORS D'OEUVRES (STAGE 1) 
It's kind of a shame that Gordon's Big Bald 


Head is doing improv this year. Their Fringe 
sketch comedy shows have always ‘been 
absolutely top-notch: sharply written, styl- 
ishly performed, tightly paced, uproariously 
funny. 

Yeah, yeah: boo-hoo-hoo. What a tragedy! 
To be “merely” stuck watching three of the 
city's finest improvisers (Jacob Banigan, 
Mark Meer, and Ron Pederson) ply their craft 
for 50 hilarious minutes! 

The concept of New World Hors d'Qeuvres 
is simple: an audience member picks a play 
out of the Fringe program at random, which 
Messrs. Banigan, Meer, and Pederson pro- 
ceed to act out, based on the title and what 
they can glean about the plot from the pro- 
gram blurb. 

On the night | attended, the selected title 
was The Adventurous Times of Kevin Grimes, 
which the trio spun into a tale of a mo- 
tose young man who monologizes his way 
through life, searching for his missing fa- 
ther, and trying to make his dreams come 
true. The plot was surprisingly coherent, 
despite the numerous side trips involving 
Cocaine addiction, Ogopogo attacks, and 
drunken Tommy Banks fans. It all looks effort- 
less—but great artistry always does. —Paul 
Matwychuk 
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GRACELAND (STAGE 2) 

Beautiful, emotionally resonant perfor- 
mances build on superb writing in this pair 
of complementary one-act plays. Cyra Stolz 
is simply incredible as “Rootie” Mallert, an 
innocent, self-deprecating young woman 
abandoned by the man she loves most and 
later by the man he entrusts with her care. 
Rootie competes with worldly-wise fellow 
Elvis devotee Bev Davies for an exclusive 
chance at redemption through The King. 
Their potentially vicious rivalry transforms 
into mutuat affection as the older woman 
slowly lowers her guard. 

Bev is played by Stolz's mother Diana-Marie, 
and the two women portray their bond with 
great authenticity and tenderness—Diana- 
Marie brings great dignity to a role that could 
easily have become a caricature and deliv- 
ers an utterly believable and sympathetic 
performance. Angus Wilson is also excellent 
as Rootie's beloved older brother Beau, who 
seems as lost in the world of adult men as his 
sister. Director Wanda Reinhardt brings it all 
together into the best play I've seen in years. 
—Barry Bristman 
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GRAY/GREEN PARADISE (STAGE 9) 
Gray/Green Paradise—at 45 minutes, one 
of the shortest plays at this year’s Fringe— 
examines the relationship between two 
roommates with very different views. Nate 
(Colin Munch) is an environmentalist whose 
life's mission is to make the world more eco- 
friendly; Charlie (Robin Toller), while not 
unsympathetic to Nate's views, believes in 
the “real world” of televisions and electric- 
ity. The story plays out in three acts—the first 
showing the two men's similarities, and the 
other two the differences that drive a wedge 
between them. The third act, where the two 
finally part ways, is inevitable but appropri- 
ately awkward. 

Within this plot outline, every line of dialogue 
is improvised. Munch and Toller have amaz- ~ 
ing chemistry together, and their timing and 
dialogue feel so natural that | didn’t even 
realize it was improv until they informed the 


audience afterwards. The story is touching, 
the acting is solid; Paradise may not be Fringe 
nirvana, but it's good for anyone looking for a 
quick, hearty laugh. Ramin Ostad 
kkk 


THE GREATEST STORY NEVER TOLD 
(STAGE 12) 


This is an improv show, so what | saw will 


‘BATTLE!- 
DUELING HAMLETS 


fringe 2008 
not be what you see. What will likely remain 
the same, however, is the tall charming guy 
(Luke Falconer) who sits and casually chats 
with you before the show, careful to work 
his way around the intimate space before 
he and his partner (Anne Wyman) begin the 
show proper. 

So what to do with a somewhat shy and 
quiet audience? | caught this show on a 





Hamlet And The Kingdom Of The Crystal Skull | Raoul Bhaneja (right) in Hamlet (Solo). PHOTO SUPPLIED 


HAMLET (SOLO) 

(STAGE 3) 

Raoul Bhaneja obviously wanted all the 
best speeches for himself: in this remark- 
able one-man version of Shakespeare's 
tragedy, he plays not just the melancholy 
Dane, but Laertes, Claudius, Polonius, Ger- 
trude, Ophelia, and Horatio, not to men- 
tion Rosencrantz and Guildenstern (who 
in this version are, ironically, easy to tell 
apart). There are no lighting effects, no 
music cues, no costume changes: Bhaneja 
simply says, “Lights!” to start the show 
and “Lights!” again to end it; in the inter- 
vening 100 minutes, he effortlessly slips 
from one role to another, changing his 
voice and body language just enough to 
differentiate the characters without the 
whole thing turning into an overheated 
vaudeville turn. 

His delivery of Shakespeare's dialogue is 
refreshingly naturalistic, his take on Ham- 
let unaffected and modem—Bhaneja 
doesn't condemn Hamlet for his hesitancy 
to avenge the murder of his father, but in- 
stead presents it more as an adolescent's 
natural fear of assuming the mantel of 
adulthood. Interestingly, Hamlet is more 
comfortable withamore roundabout form 
of violence—using his faked madness as a 
way of insulting Polonius and Ophelia to 
their faces. Even with all the conventional 
theatrical trappings stripped away, Ham- 
let (Solo) is a rich dramatic experience. 
—Paul Matwychuk 

KICK 


HAMLETMACHINE 

(STAGE 6) 

Heiner Miller's Hamletmachine chews up 
all your familiar memories of Hamlet and 
spits them out, leaving plenty of crumbs of 
Freud and Marx still clinging to its beard. 
Danielle Charmaine Hall is excellent as 
Ophelia—she brings a haunted intensity 
to her every moment onstage, even while 
standing still, that vividly suggests a hol- 
low shell of a person. The other three ac- 
tresses, who play the supporting Hamlet 
roles (Aish deBruyn is Gertrude, Joélle Pre- 
fontaine is Claudius and Hamlet's Father, 
and Anna Fiddler-Berteig is Horatio and 
Polonius) as well as a sort of chorus, seem 
to be holding themselves back with their 
grotesque voices and movements. 

There are many moments that should 
be shocking and uncomfortable, but 
the three actresses are either too inex- 
Perienced or unsure of themselves to 
act—much like Hamlet himself, come to 
think of it. Take the scene where Gertrude 
violently attacks Hamlet along with the 
other two women. The background music 
rises in intensity, but the actresses’ move- 
ments do not, nor is deBruyn's initial mon- 
strous transformation a dramatic enough 
change to inspire real terror, 

Chris Gamble (who plays Hamlet) is a 
strong actor but miscast. Even in the 
darkest scenes he has a natural approach- 
ability that seems better suited for come- 
dic roles, Muchadoaboutnothingmachine, 
anyone? —Giorgia Severini 
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WINNER. 
HAMLET (SOLO) 
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low-energy afternoon, and | had to wonder 
if there were ways that the actors could pre- 
pared better for such a scenario—and | know 
that might sound oxymoronic given that this 
is improv. 

In any case, once they got going, Wyman and 
Falconer made the most of the enthused 
kids in the audience and even taught them a 
few basics about improvising. They are both 


| as terrific at connecting to “the big kids in the 
| back” and the small ones up front without 
| overdoing the spastic energy (an annoying 


habit common at outdoor venues). 

It's also important to note that this is an all- 
ages show (| watched it with kids as young as 
four) and not just for kids 12 and over, as the 
program erroneously claims. —Caitlin Fulton 
KK 


GREEN EGGS AND KEROUAC (STAGE 6) 


| Wow. Considering it combines two of the 


biggest possible red flags for Fringe medi- 
ocrity—Dr. Seuss and the insufferable Beat 
poets—Green Eggs and Kerouac really has no 


| business being as good as it is. If you rolled 


your eyes at the title like | did, don't worry! 
It's actually kind of amazing! 

The script by Bohdan Tarasenko (who also 
plays Kerouac, here simply called Jack) is 
remarkably nimble, and avoids all of the 


| groan-inducing gags one might fear. It's es- 


sentially one long lucid dream by Dr. Seuss 
(here referred to.as Ted, and played by Jona- 
than Durynek) in which he discovers Jack and 
his garbage-eating buddies hanging out ina 
parallel universe that shows up next door. 
Both Ted and Jack are suffering from writer's 


| block, and neither of them is sure how to 


fixit 

Ted and Jack are both developed well be- 
yond caricature (no easy feat), and the sub- 
plot where Ted's pixielike muse falls in love 
with Jack's friend Slim feels like the work of 
a seasoned pro. Tarasenko surrounds himself 


| with a solid cast, but he's clearly the one in 





control here. So keep an eye on this guy—he's 
going places. —Michael Hingston 
KKK 


HAMLET (SOLO) (STAGE 3) 
See Battle! on page II. 


HAMLETMACHINE (STAGE 6) 
See Battle! on Page 11. 


HAPPY KITCHEN (STAGE 3) 

Wendy's kitchen does look happy: it’s a cheer- 
ful, candy-coloured room with checkerboard 
floor tiles, salmon walls, and a spotless coun- 
ter and tabletop. But Wendy herself is unrav- 
elling at the edges—the moment her con- 
descending husband leaves for work, a pair 
of imaginary friends (a loudmouthed drunk 
named Wanda and a talking mouse named 
Champignon) climb out of her refrigerator, 
distracting her before she can complete even 


| the first item on her to-do list. 


Jason Chinn's “psychological comedy" re- 
volves around a familiar archetype—the 
housewife slowly driven mad by her stul- 
tifying daily routine—but Happy Kitchen 
soon veers off into bizarre new directions 
until everybody is acting like a crazy person. 
Maybe there's a funny play in here, but the 
punishingly slow pace director Garrett Spell- 
Iscy imposes on the action and the deliber- 
ately arch performances put a damper on 
the comedy, However, the sight of a woman 
in whiteface spreading her legs on a kitchen 
table and ordering a married man to rip 


off her panties, bury his head between 
her legs while screaming “Eat my muffin!” 
while his wife watches in horror is a true 
“only at the Fringe” experience. —Paul 
Matwychuk 
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HAPPY TOES 
See Hidden Ninja on page 4. 


HOUSE (STAGE 3) 

Okay—now this is how it's done. 

From the moment Jon Paterson enters the 
bare stage to thunderous (pre-recorded) 
applause, sits in a chair, stands up, hurls it 
into the wings, exits the stage, returns with 
another chair, sits in it, stands up, hurls that 
one into the wings, exits the stage, retums 
with a third chair, sits in it, and abruptly cuts 
off the applause with a finger drawn firmly 
across his neck, House has the audience's 
full attention. And Paterson doesn't release 
his grip on us once—even during the play's 
funniest stretches (as when he walks into 
the audience going, “Uh-oh! Uh-oh! It’s that 
kind of play!"), there’s an underlying menace 
to his delivery that keeps you feeling just 
slightly uneasy about what might be com- 
ing next. 

The substance of the play is hard to describe, 
but let me take a stab at it-it's a series of 
surreal anecdotes in which an angry young 
septic tank salesman explains just what's 
making him so angry. (Maybe it's his lousy 
job, maybe it’s the demon that’s possessed 
his mother, maybe it's just the general hy- 
pocrisy of modern society, These issues can 
be so hard to diagnose.) House may not 
make much literal sense, but it makes per- 
fect emotional sense—enough to make this 
one of the most entertaining, intellectually 
satisfying shows at this year's Fringe. —Paul 
Matwychuk 

tok ttn 


HOW SWEET ITIS (STAGE 2) 

| know a lot more about diabetes now than | 
did before | caught this show. | also have an 
inkling of what it would have been like had 
Barb Tarbox had diabetes instead of cancer. 

Elizabeth McEachern's solo show about her 
struggle with diabetes has promising under- 
tones—she suggests her illness helps her de- 
fine herself in ways that have nothing to do 
with being sick—and | wanted her to explore 
these notions more fully. 

Sadly, these sentiments get lost in a script 
that turns out to be more about a young 
woman mishandling her illness and paying 
the rather harsh consequences. At the risk 
of sounding insensitive, | had trouble feeling 
sorry for McEachern, or even sympathizing 
with her plea that she just wanted to be nor- 
mal; instead, most of the time, | just wished 
she had considered performing this show at 
diabetes education classes instead of the 
Fringe. 

McEachern shines in her portrayal of her dia- 
betic amputee father, so much so! was sniff- 
ing the air for the telltale scent of mothballs 
and Old Spice. | left feeling a little chastised, 
a little more educated, and a titch bitter- 
sweet. —Andrea McQuade 

bo tat and 


IN TOW (STAGE 7) 

Sometimes a tow truck driver is just a tow 
truck driver, and sometimes he wants to 
buy a young boy an ice cream cone and take 
him down to a secluded spot by the river. At 


least, that's the way actor/playwright Bo}, 
Legare tells it in In Tow, a quirky one-ma, 
show that brings the audience straight to th. 
front porch of Legare'’s little house in his litt). 
town. 

It is in this quaint little town that we {, 

low the tale of a young boy with a “norma 
life. Mediocrity has steered him toward the 
same miserable end as his emotionally deaq 
father—that is, until he meets a tow tryc) 
driver at the scene of an accident. 

The story is well-written and delivered in ay 
engaging, robust style. Legare deftly cap 
tures the feeling of being a teenager caugh 
in a vicious cycle of mundane small-toy, 
life—and the way that cycle only seems more 
vicious when the August heat is beating 
down upon you. Legare also has an instinc. 
tive understanding of the powerful effec 
role models and adult influences can have 
‘on a young mind. Who knew that talking 
to strangers might be a good idea after a\\? 
—Andrew Paul 
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ITIS BETTER TO RIDE THE DUNG BEETLE 
THAN IT IS TO TREAD ON SOFT CARPET 
(STAGE 7) — 

This one-woman show comes across as a 
cooking show an hour and a half into a heay 
mushroom trip. It's full of long strands of 
rambling wisdom that might possibly hold 
the key to the universe... if only the audience 
could find their-way into the same mental 
realm as the host, actor/playwright Lucy 
Hutson. (The cosmic significance of dust 
somehow seems more profound coming 
from a Glaswegian woman in tutu gnawing 
ona lemon, skin and all.) 

If you happen to visit Lucy's “home,” don’t be 
put off by the seemingly nonsensical nature 
of the dialogue. Even if the message zoom 
over your head, this monument to surrealism 
is entertaining ona purely visual level, Indeed 
by the end of the show, the Yardbird Suite 
stage is a mess: the floor is covered in bak- 
ing flour, half-eaten fruit wrapped in rubber 
bands is strewn everywhere, and a clothes- 
line decorated with dusty rubber glove 
and a knife hangs overhead: the scene re- 
sembles Martha Stewart's kitchen after an 
all-night amphetamine frenzy. —Andrew 
Paul 
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JAKE'S GIFT (STAGE 6) 

As a last-minute replacement for the show 
Blast!, Jake's Gift is not listed in the prograr 
but it should not be overlooked. The Second 
World War is a tricky topic for contemporaly 
playwrights—the subject is well-travelled 
ground, which leaves most new works of 
the topic running the risk of seeming either 
overly familiar or falsely sentimental. But 
actor/playwright Julia Mackey avoids thos? 
traps by creating a pair of memorable, three- 
dimensional characters: Jake, a WWII vet: 
eran whois reluctant to attend the ceremony 
marking the 60th anniversary of D-Day cel” 
emony; and Isabelle, a 10-year-old French gi ! 
he meets at Juno Beach, and whose friend 
ship drives him to confront his past. 
Mackey is a remarkably talented and skilled 
solo performer who creates seamless dis 
logues between Jake and Isabelle, plus se” 
eral well-drawn. minor characters. While 
the script is not without its moments o 
sentimental cliché, and feels about 10m" 
utes too long, Mackey’s mesmerizing pe 
formance is so sincere that the charactels 
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will feel like old friends by the final scene. 
_Giorgia Severini 
KAKI 


JEM ROLLS: HOW I STOPPED WORRYING 
ANDLEARNT TO LOVE THE MALL (BYOV E) 
After you see Jem Rolls in action, you might 
feel unworthy of language. But one has to 
say something. Let's see: staggering, engag- 
ing, riveting, wise, exhausting, and oh-so 
important. Is that enough pullquote-worthy 
adjectives to get on to a poster? Probably. 
But is it enough to adequately describe Jem 
Rolls’ new performance poetry piece? Prob- 
ably not. 

in his latest Fringe piece, Rolls takes on the 
crushing experience that is shopping and 
all the dehumanizing effects it leaves in its 
wake, as well as the alienating effects of 
poverty, both financial and cultural. The ex- 
perience is original, dizzying, energetic, and 
wise. (Oh, wait: | used “wise” already. Dam- 
mit!) Words are manipulated, combined, 
and occasionally invented, and they all wash 
over the rapt audience in a deluge of wit. You 
don't just listen to Jem, you experience him 
The 10,000 words about shopping leaves 
Jem sweaty and wiped, but the audience 
energized, in much the same way that a 
good workout will give you energy. And make 
no mistake: keeping up with Rolls is a work- 
out. But it's worth it. This is art: pure, compli- 
cated, and fun. —Greg Hudson 
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JOSEPH AND THE AMAZING TECHNICOLOR 
DREAMCOAT (BYOV M) 

Yes, It's the Andrew Lloyd Webber musical. 
And no, the word “musical” here doesn't 
entail live instruments, or a chorus of sing- 
ers (i.e., people who can sing). This produc- 
tion from Alberta Lyric Theatre marks the 
stage debut of a whole gaggle of teens and 
preteens, and boy, do they ever give their 
all as they try to do justice to a full-scale 
Broadway show in a church basement with 
a two-instrument CD soundtrack and tons 
of costumes involving tea-towel turbans. It's 
great to see the effort and confidence these 
kids put forth and there's something won- 
derful about a festival of this calibre that still 
allows amateur theatre group to participate 
on the same playing field as the pros. 

At the same time, it's pretty obvious that 
some of these cast members aren't quite 
ready for the live show yet (one of them 
could even be spotted grimacing at her 
own off-key notes), and the ones who were 
prepared acting-wise still need some vocal 
coaching. On the other hand, the charismatic 
twin narrators (yes, real twins!) completely 
steal the show. But I'm afraid that even if 
you have a soft spot for Webber, you'd best 


Stick to the original cast recording. —Fawnda 
Mithrush 


wid 


JUMPIN’ JACK (STAGE 2) 

“Some girls buy me jewelry/Others buy me 
clothes/Some girls give me children/| never 
asked 'em for.” The Rolling Stones’ “Some 
Girls” is one of the most cavalier odes to the 
Privileges of rock stardom ever written. 

Well, actor/playwright Lyle Victor Albert's 
Jumpin’ Jack gives us the flipside of that 
Song: @ monologue from the president of 
an Edmonton support group for Mick Jag- 
8er's bastard children. (There were about 75 
People at the performance | attended. The 
Rolling Stones have only played Edmonton 
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four times. You know what? That number 
seems about right.) 

Jackisn't your run-of-the-mill Jagger bastard, 
though; as he sees it, he was a genuine love 
child, the result of a dalliance at the London 
School of Economics between the youth- 
ful Jagger and Jack's math-genius mother 
Virginia—the same “Sweet Virginia” Jagger 
sang about on Exile on Main St. Just as Jag- 
ger abandoned Virginia, Virginia abandoned 
Jack soon after a motor-skills-impairing fall 
from a hayloft. (Albert has cerebral Palsy in 
real life, so the fall is a clever cover story for 
his body movements.) 

The play is sweet—maybe too sweet: Jack's 
complete lack of anger at either Jack or his 
mother is a little puzzling. And it feels tike 
Albert skates past his story's key climactic 
scene. Jumpin’ Jack is indeed a gas, gas, gas— 
but it would have been nice if Albert had let it 
bleed just a little more. —Paul Matwychuk 
Kk aI 


KILLING KEVIN SPACEY (STAGE 4) 

It's not hard to adore Charlie—assuming you 
like Kevin Spacey, that is. He's just so lovable 
and awkward, and astutely observational— 
he embodies Spacey’s "weak" characters to 
a tee. But while Charlie (Elan Wolf Farbiaz) 
starts out like American Beauty's Lester Burn 
ham, he soon realizes he’s got touches of The 
Usual Suspects’ Verbal Kint and Glengarry 
Glen Ross’ John Williamsonin him too. Choos- 
ing a more assertive actor to emulate, Char- 
lie sets out to remodel himself as Al Pacino 
from Scarface and The Godfather but soon 
turns into a gold-chain-wearing, chest-hair- 
exposing jackass, and in a single day man- 
ages to irreparably offend his secret crush, 
lose his abusive girlfriend, and get fired from 
his shitty job—not that any of that bothers 
the reborn Charlie 

It all makes for a fun hour with Farbiaz and 
Joshua Levine (who deftly stands in for every 
other character in Charlie's life), neither of 
whom is afraid to look stupid, insipid, weak, 
or femme-y. Unfortunately, no one actually 
kills Kevin Spacey. But if you want to know 
who's the true master of character roles, it’s 
worth dropping $12 to find out the answer. 
—Fawnda Mithrush 

tok kok 


KISS MY BUS (BYOV G) 

Novel venue aside, there are some serious 
technical issues that arise when you try stag- 
ing a play on an ETS bus—for instance, a ve- 
hicle left to sit in the 30-degree sun all day 
with no open windows and too many bodies 
on board makes for a public transit sauna. 
However, with the help of some homemade 
cardboard fans, the 40 minutes of sweat 
were bearable. 

Too bad the same can't be said for the script, 
which relies far too heavily on the novel sur- 
roundings and not enough on actual story; 
take away the bus and you're left with a con- 
ventional, undeveloped plot about a broken 
family. The story consists of little more than 
various passengers becoming possessed by 
bus-dwellers of times past. Inexplicably, a 
Supremes-style musical number by “The 
Busettes” somehow also gets in there. 
Kirsten Rasmussen's “possessions” by a 
discount-hunting, jingle-singing old lady and 
acrotchety old man are the highlights of the 
show, and a welcome break from the half- 
hearted performances from Clarice Eckford 
and Amy Shostak. Nice try, but there's a rea- 
son why Shakespeare wasn't performed ona 
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stagecoach. —Melissa Priestley 
bo 8 axed 


THE “L” WORD (BYOV L) 

It's up to you to figure out what the “L" word 
of this curiously-titled play might be—and 
by the way, it has nothing to do with that TV 
show about the glamourous, bed-hopping 
lesbians. To me it was laugh-out-loud fun, 
and anyone with two x-chromosomes will 
likely agree. 

Writer/performers Rachel Bowron, Jenna 
Dykes, Samantha Slater, and Myla South- 
ward use seriocomic songs and stories to illu- 
minate all the embarrassing, frustrating, and 
(once in a while) satisfying aspects of being 
a woman. The chief topics, predictably, are 
men and sex, but they’re handled in a fresh 
and funny way. One sketch has the cast act- 
ing out the social subtleties of concealing a 
tampon while in public; in another, they hash 
out the various ways to say “no” to a lover 
who wants to have sex. 

The fabulous four, accompanied by director 
Janice Flower on the piano, dressed in black 
t-shirts and jeans, and armed with minimal 
props, prove that even though they're only 
in their 20s, they've already know all the nu- 
ances of the female experience. If this was 
just coffee talk, |, for one, didn’t want it to 
end. —/anet Ngo 

kkk kT 


LEARNING THE GAME (BYOV A) 

Some things just don’t mix. Oil and water. 
Booze and babies. Hockey and art. For some 
feason, Canadian artists feel a desperate 
urge to elevate our unofficial national sport's 
low-down, beer-swilling. Whyte Ave-trash- 
ing image. Don't get me wrong: I've seen 
some damn funny hockey-based art in my 


LOCAL CELEBRITY *«*** 


day—but the key word there is “funny.” When 
you try to use hockey as a serious metaphor— 
whether it’s ina poem, a novel, a movie, or a 
play—it falls flat on the ice. 

Which brings me to Learning the Game. Jan- 
ice Salkeld’s tale of Lanni (Megan Leach), a 
teenage hockey-playing girl with a learning 
disability, is rife with none-too-clever hockey 
puns and stick-handling metaphors, comple- 
mented by heavy-handed slapshot gestures 
and wincingly drawn-out victory whoops. By 
the time Lanni tries to cajole the audience 
into singing “The Hockey Song,” you'll want 
to grab her stick and knock out a few teeth, if 
only to make her performance more authen- 
tic. —Melissa Priestley 

bo atarax 


LINK & ZELLDA: THE MISADVENTURE 
(STAGE Tl) 

Anearly-packed house of chortling Nintendo 
fans greeting the opening-night performance 
of this videogame comedy written and di- 
tected by Serena Obhrai (who also acts in 
it). Anyone who's ever punched in a cheat 
code will delight in the blippy synthesizer 
score, the characters’ accurately-appointed 
costumes, and the bonus-point “tasks” slid 
into the plot. 

The more familiar you are with the Legend 
of Zelda games, the more you'll laugh. (1 ad- 
mit, | was frequently sitting in silence while 
everyone around me guffawed heartily.) For- 
tunately, the story holds up well enough to 
amuse non-gamers like me—assuming you 
can dial down your sense of humour for an 
hour or so. In one typical scene, whiny Zellda 
(Sarah Evans) delivers a nonstop rant to a 
preoccupied Liink (Obhrai), urging him to fix 
the toilet and various other household tasks. 
Finally, the previously silent Linnk replies, 


A 
WW 





“Would you shut your fucking mouth?” Trust 
me: it sounds less crass when you hear itinan 
English accent. 

It's good bleepy-bloopy fun. And yes: Mario 
does put In an appearance. —Janet Ngo 
wok kee 


LIVED LIVES (BYOV B) 

Jocelyn Ahlf's Lived Lives is a musical va- 
riety show that puts a twist on pop culture 
depictions of conventional middle-class 
life. Though Sandy Paddick delivers the 
most memorable characters, Karen Cogan 
and Kieran Martin Murphy are no slouches 
either, and the voice talents of all three are 
commendable. Particularly effective scenes 
include Paddick’s expertly delivered mono- 
logue of marriage advice in “Big Day for 
Daisy May," a cheap yet amusing dig at the 
French artiste stereotype in “Yves Funeral,” 
and the sobering, self-conscious reflection 
upon a performer's life in “The Grasby Sis- 
ters.” There's also a virtuoso performance of 
“Getting Married Today” (the showstopping 
number from Stephen Sondheim's Com- 
pany), featuring spot-on performances by 
Cogan as the panicked bride and Paddick as 
her forcibly calm mother. 

The set is simple yet effective, and the set 
changes are carried out to a finger-snapping- 
ly catchy tune (“Don't you fret—just changin’ 
the set”), one of those light-hearted, self- 
conscious gestures to the conventions of live 
performance that the Fringe specializes in. 
—Melissa Priestley 

kkk 


LOCAL CELEBRITY (STAGE 7) 

If you grew up in Alberta, you probably know 
someone like Tina, the heroine of Alice Nel- 
son's one-woman show Local Celebrity. Think 


of this play as Pretty Woman on the prairies— 
it’s the story of a naive girl from Grande Prai- 
tie working in the boomtown's booming sex 
trade while she waits for her Richard Gere 
to sweep her off her feet. It’s a journey into 
the seamy underside of life in our thriving oil- 
tich province, and as directed by TJ. “Midas 
Touch” Dawe, it has the unmistakable ring of 
truth. Nelson's descriptions of the Albertan 
good ol’ boys who become her customers are 
so vivid that you can practically taste the Pil- 
sner and cigarettes on their breath and smell 
the diesel exhaust in the air. 

This showis perfect for people new to Alberta 
who want to get a feel for the place beyond 
what the Chamber of Commerce brochures 
will tell you, but it’s also great for locals who 
know that something's wrong with our soci- 
ety, but can't quite put their finger on what it 
is. —Andrew Paul 

Kk kK 


MAGGIE-NOW PART 3: CLAUDE (BYOV F) 
This Irish-American family epic takes a few 
scenes to hit its stride, but once it does, you'll 
savour every new tum. In this instalment, 
Maggie-Now (played terrifically by Kendra 
Conner) struggles to keep her marriage to 
the flighty Claude (Mat Busby) intact while 
suffering chattering neighbours, her skepti- 
cal family, and her less-than-sympathetic 
Catholic God. Director Jennifer Spencer has 
taken Betty Smith's 1958 novel and run with 
it, in all its grandiosity: characters alternate 
reading Smith's third-person narration 
aloud, and scenes jump between the comic 
and tragic on a dime. 

But it's the cast that really seals the deal 
here, and the performances are excellent 
across the board. Conner is a delight, as is 
Jenny McKillop, who plays several memo- 
rable bit parts (including a great scene as a 
disgruntled horse). Julie Golosky is absolutely 
heartwrenching as an aging widow who can't 
accept that her husband didn't come home 
from the Great War. Then there's Claude 
himself: Busby does the unthinkable here, 
by making such a clear-cut asshole seem so 
endearing. It's a performance reminiscent 
of John Updike's Rabbit Angstrom novels— 
and, in many ways, Maggie-Now is Rabbit, 
Run recast from the domestic perspective. 
—Michael Hingston 

Kk KI 


MAGGIE-NOW PART 4:1'LL BURY YOUSE 
ALL (BYOV F) 

Despite its two-hour running time, the final 
chapter in Jennifer Spencer's Maggie-Now 
saga is an exercise in brevity. As in Part Three, 
performers take turns dropping character to 
tead the narration out loud and stage up- 
coming scenes on the fly, but this time the 
Pace seems nearly doubled—the dialogue 
crackles, and characters whiz past one an- 
other in what almost qualifies as a move- 
ment piece all on its own. As a result, time 


flies, for the characters as well as for thy 
audience; you don't get an intermission, by; 
you won't want one. 

Mat Busby’s Claude, who so dominates Pay, 
Three, falls almost entirely off the radar her. 
leaving Maggie-Now (Kendra Conner) ang 
her now-teenaged brother Denny (Adar, 
Burgess) nearly alone in the spotlight. Denny 
self-narrates for upwards of 20 minutes, tay. 
ing us with ease through his various deaq. 
end jobs, his developing crush on a neigh. 
bour’s daughter, and right into marriage ang 
parenthood—Burgess shows his fatigue mor 
visibly than his peers, but nobody can say he 
doesn't deserve to. And Conner once again 
radiates an astonishing amount of warmth 
as the titular Maggie-Now. 

The last act drags its heels somewhat, by; 
the cinematic ending atop the Statue of 
Liberty concludes this family saga in a fitting 
burst of glory. —Michael Hingston 

wk kK 


MATHEMANTICS (STAGE 4) 

Like many academic mathematical pa- 
pers, Mathemantics takes a while to get to 
its point. But not even the laborious set-yp 
(which includes an extended introductory 
video on mega-conglomerate Globalcorp, 
plenty of capitalist scheming, a half-sung 
office romance, and a handful of flat obser- 
vations on educational elitism) prepares you 
for what Evan Smith is actually trying to get 
across in this script. 

After Agrippe—very. charmingly portrayed 
by Adam Cope—observes that Thain (Ben 
Mclvor), one of his computer technicians, is 
the only known “natural mathematician’ 
remaining in the world, Agrippe and Globet- 
corp make a slapdash effort to commodity 
Thain's talent. An intriguing scenario—or at 
least fodder for plenty of math geek jokes!- 
but Mathemantics gets bogged down in 
subplot instead of hashing out its stronger 
themes. (C'mon, guys—not every play needs 
a love interest!) 

Mclvor makes a pretty convincing mati 
teacher, but the true gems in this show are 
underused, including Cope, who artistic di- 
rectors should consider casting in any play 
that requires a sleazy office exec to eventual: 
ly reveals a (dime-sized) heart. (Understudy 
for Jesse Gervais, anyone?) And the seldom- 
seen scene-stealer Ben Stevens, who dou: 
bles as an office peon and student of Thain’s 
emerges as the energetic crux of the show 
in the final 20 minutes, But the strong cast 
can't compensate for Mathemantics’ weak 
script. What we have here, I'm afraid, is a9 
unbalanced equation. —Fawnda Mithrush 
wk 


MAXIM & COSMO (BYOV E) 

What's this? Could it be? A stand-up show 
by a straight male that questions sexism Il 
stead of perpetuating it? 

Who else could pull this off but TJ. Dawe? As 
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he points out, if a woman were performing 
this material, the audience would think she 
needs to get laid, or Is on the rag. He's right, 
too. Every one of his observations about so- 
ciety's different expectations for men and 
women is bang-on. He knows those expec- 
tations are all absurd, too, and if you didn't 
agree with him going into the show, you'll be 
completely won over to Dawe's way of think- 
ing by the time it’s all over. 

Dawe uses more than his Y-chromosome 


to get the audience to listen to him—he 
starts the show with an analysis of swear- 
words. Dawe has always avoided swearing 
in his past shows, but there's probably more 
swearing in Maxim & Cosmo than the average 
Fringer has heard in a lifetime. And yet every 
joke in this show, no matter how taboo the 
subject, somehow seems tasteful. Maybe be- 
cause it's hard to object to material that you 
know tobe true. 

This show lasted a little more than an hour, 


‘BATTLE! - 


They're Definitely Hooped | Rob Salemo and Adam Goldhamer hide their baskets in Balls! PHOTO SUPPLIED 


BALLS! 

(STAGE 5) 

Balls! has all the gonad jokes any red- 
blooded Fringegoer could hope for, and 
then some. Plus a Scrotathon! But that’s 
all just a ruse to get you into a very serious, 
seriously hilarious drama about testicular 
cancer. 

Playwright Rob Salerno brings a sophisti- 
cated personal understanding of how this 
disease affects men’s emotions, not to 
mention their relationships with friends, 
lovers, and family members. Salerno per- 
forms the show with Adam Goldhamer, 
and both guys are amazingly diverse per- 
formers, switching between the heartfelt 
moments and the over-the-top scrotum 
jokes as swiftly as a kick to the... well, you 
get the idea. 

With only six shows in a tiny venue, this 
one will be seen by, at most, a quarter of a 
percent of all Edmontonians. That figure 
is way too low. !f you're a man, or know 
one, it would be worth your while to score 
a ticket. Barter with the people in line if 
you have to. Even if you don’t succeed, 
hopefully it will convince Salerno and 
Goldhamer to bring their ballsacks back 
to town for the big run this show deserves. 
—Elliot Kerr 

took tot: 
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MILF 

(STAGE 4) 

There are a lot of reasons you might want 
to see MILF. There are pretty ladies. There 
are dance breaks. There's a lot of Feist mu- 
sic. And, of course, there are boobies. Lots 
more boobies than you'd think a show like 
this could get away with—but boobs do 
attract a crowd. (That's some savvy mar- 
keting on the MILF team’s part.) 

But what's really enjoyable about this 
show is the grab bag of mother/daughter 
joys, sorrows, and tensions that fill the 
spaces between the dance breaks. (Did | 
mention there are dance breaks? | mean, 
you-could say they were “movement” 
pieces, but we're not fooling anyone with 
that, are we?) The typical women’s ritu- 
als are all here: shopping and the subse- 
quent trips to the return counter once Dad 
finds the credit card bill, arguments about 
Menopause and “proper” menstruation, 
bragging about 14 months of breastfeed- 
ing. Mom's battle with breast cancer even- 
tually comes up, but the meat of the show 
is Ava Jane Markus’ affectionate tribute to 
her onstage mother—who's also her real 
mother, Susan Jane Markus. 

Jeff Page directs the show with his usual 
sure touch and Mother Markus more than 
holds her own in her live stage debut. If 
you have a mother—especially one you've 
ever bought a fancy fan as a gift for—this 
MILFs for you. —Fawnda Mithrush 

kkk kK 
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but felt like half that time. And thanks to 
Dawe's rapid-fire speech, he probably packed 
in more material (and more intelligence) 
than most performers could in two hours. 
—Giorgia Severini 

toto tok 


MEAT FARCE (STAGE 8) 

Cock jokes merge with real, hard life in this 
four-part comic drama. The first sketch 
depicts a gay man (Bob Rasko) having a 
heart-to-heart talk about sex, boys, and 
life... with his own penis (played by an ee- 
tily convincing Sharla Matkin in a home- 
made penis costume). While the costume 
might seem to open the floodgates to a very 
long hour of dick jokes, playwright Gerald 
Osborn juggles the broader sex jokes with 
down-to-earth stories of people (straight 
and gay) learning to grow up and grow 
older. Plus, at the risk of repeating myself: 
Sharla Matkin in a penis costume! —Jill 
Stanton 

kkk Ise 


MILF (STAGE 4) 
See Battle! on page 16. 


THE MOLE (STAGE 6) 

This piece by writer/performers Ottilie Parfitt 
and Steve Pirot was inspired by the 1827 Red 
Barn Murder in Suffolk, England, but its real 
theme is the media's tendency to misrepre- 
sent brutal crimes in favour of lurid details. 
William Corder (Pirot), the alleged murderer 
of Maria Marten (Parfitt), is awaiting execu- 
tion. Meanwhile, the reporter James Curtis 
(Parfitt) elicits Corder’s side of the story. The 
murder is recounted in well-crafted, bewitch- 
ing scenes that are often deliberately frag- 
mented and disorienting, all the better to 
draw the audience into a surreal nightmare. 
Pirot-and Parfitt, along with director Murray 
Utas, paint a gruesome picture of the events 
in the barn with minimal props, forcing the 
audience to focus on the gruesome details 
that remain unseen. 

Although Parfitt and Pirot’s version of the 
Red Barn Murder is entirely fictional, and the 
program offers plenty of background infor- 
mation on the crime, there is the sense that 
audiences who are familiar with this event 
will take more away from this show than 
those who are not. The conflict between fact 
and fiction that the play aims to portray is dif- 
ficult to take to heart if this fictional account 
is the only version (of many) of the event you 
have encountered. —Giorgia Severini 
kkk 


THE MONKEY KING AND THE IRON FAN 
PRINCESS (STAGE 1) 

If you consider the intended audience, this 
piece really isn't bad at all. It's actually very 
fun. Young actors from the Institute of Cul- 
tural Performing Arts ranging in age from 
seven to 15 and wearing intricate Chinese 
costumes and makeup act out a traditional 
Chinese tale which seems to be about loud 
cymbals and really, really cute kids. 
Seriously, though, it’s about the Monkey 
King's attempts to borrow, beg, or steal a 
magic fan from the titular Fan Princess. 
Mayhem, hijinks, and some impressive (al- 
beit shy) choreography ensues. What's most 
striking about this piece is its ability to keep 
the children in the audience engaged. Credit 
goes to the performers (kids love watching 
kids), the beautiful costumes, and above 
all, the length. They knew when to cut it off. 


Which meant that | walked out happy too, 
even though it’s been a long time since any- 
body referred to me as.a kid. —Greg Hudson 
bo 8 axaxe 


THE MOVIES (ABRIDGED) (STAGE 4) 

I'll start by saying this play will likely offend 
you. It's one of those Fringe shows, brought 
to you by the same peeps who did The 
Bible (Abridged), that's guaranteed to have 
packed houses at every performance: this 
trio of comedians know the formula—sigh— 
for Fringe success: take the piss out of pop 
culture. People will come. | swear. 

Between the jokes about Tom Cruise's sexu- 
ality and belief in Scientology, the jabs at Mel 
Gibson's anti-Semitism, the tasteless gags 
about Michael J. Fox's Parkinson's disease, 
and the advice that Adam Sandler commit 
suicide (because hey, look what death did 
for Heath Ledger!), the play doesn't end up 
being about the movies at all, but rather 
the celebrity culture that’s grown up around 
them. (Highbrows hoping for some Francois 
Truffaut jokes will be sorely disappointed.) 
Still, | have to admit, albeit grudgingly, that 
it is terribly funny. I'd go again just for the 
Zoolander-style “act-off" between Robert 
De Niro and Daniel Day-Lewis. The trio have 
impeccable sketch timing, and painfully per- 
ceptive ideas about "man comedy” (which is 
really the theme the show ends up hammer- 
ing home); The Movies (Abridged) is practi- 
cally a study in what makes men laugh—for 
instance, why under-the-table blowjob innu- 
endoes are wa-a-a-ay funnier than Sally fak- 
ing an orgasm in public. It’s rude and crude, 
but dudes, you are gonna laugh your ass off. 
—Fawnda Mithrush 

tek bt vs 


MR. FOX (STAGE 5) 

It's awesome! You're awesome! He's hot! 
The range of expression a person can sum- 
mon from inside a big furry suit may be lim- 
ited, but take it off and Mr. Fox rocks verbal 
wonders. Greg Landucci (of Dishpig fame) 
will give you more sweat per dollar than any 
other performer at the Fringe. 

This solo show transforms Landucci's stint 
as a fadio-station mascot into a hilarious 
tour de force that culminates in a dramatic 
showdown between Mr. Fox (Landucci) and 
the San Diego Chicken. TJ. Dawe's direction 
never misses a beat: this is what one-man 
shows are supposed to be. You'll laugh, you'll 
cry, you'll do the wave, and you'll like it. Ap- 
parently, an adaptation of Mr. Fox may soon 
be the opening act for Def Leppard on their 
next world tour, so get your tickets while 
they're still cheap! —Elliot Kerr 

kkk by 


MY INCREDIBLY SCREWED-UP SISTERS 
(BYOV D) 

Barbara North's stand-up comedy routine 
about her wacky family has a funny title, but 
everything else about it feels a little forced. 
Kookiness runs in her family's veins, North 
says, but it doesn't seem to come naturally to 
her. She tries too hard to be light-hearted in 
her delivery, and not much of this show gave 
me the urge to laugh. 

North reads out some embarrassing diary 
entires and tells a few jokes about her ex- 
boyfriends, and says a few words about the 
frustrations and joys of the bonds of sister- 
hood. Can my failure to respond to this show 
be blamed on my total lack of female sib- 
lings? Or is North's material just not funny 


no matter how many girls you shared a beg. 
room with? Women, | leave the final vergic; 
up to you; as for myself, I'm afraid | have ty 
give this one a thumbs-down. —Alejangj, 
Moreno 
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MYTHS AND HYMNS (BYOV L) 

Thank God the program contained a jp, 
down of the Greek myths that inspired thi; 
1998 Adam Guettel song cycle, or | wouldn 
have followed any of it. (Speaking of God, ie 
has a major role in this thing as well.) 
Guettel, who's best known for new-breey 
musicals like Floyd Collins and The Light jy 
the Piazza, gets a lot of mileage out of the 
Classical myths and Christian hymns he uses 
to sketch this story of emotional turbulenc 
and balance regained. The cast of 12 de. 
serves a tip of the hat for belting out numbe, 
after tireless number without once tripping 
over their gothic turn-of-the-century style 
garb, which looked strangely kinda cool by 
the end of the play. Despite its heavy content 
(| doubt any other play at this year’s Fringe 
contains this many songs of praise to Jesus), 
the numbers were so well-sung and smartly 
executed that the evening seldom dragged 
But figuring out just how each musical num- 
ber fits into Guettel’s overall story (or what 
he's trying to say about the role of myth and 
feligion in modem life) is a bit of a Sisyphean 
task. Janet Ngo 

Kk ts 


THE NEW STEP (STAGE 2) 

Leonard Cohen's 1964 one-act “ballet- 
drama” about beauty and the eye of the 
beholder remains pertinent today. Graceless 
overweight Mary seethes with envy as Diane 
her svelte, seemingly effortlessly beautiful 
roommate, prepares herself for a date with 
a dreamy hunk. The mysterious figure of the 
Collector soon intervenes to teach us a lesson 
or two about body image and love. 

But while the themes are relevant, the dia- 
logue is dated and obvious. There Is little in 
this 20-minute play for the actors to latch 
onto, though the actress playing Diane (sory 
to be vague—there was no program naming 
the performers) stands out as a woman who 
consoles her hapless roommate only to have 
her own illusions shattered. “Mary” conveys 
her character's desperation over an antic: 
pated lifetime of loneliness, but her eventual 
transformation seems half-hearted. Similar- 
ly, the Collector is meant to be a brassy, au’ 
thoritative figure, but the role is handled here 
ina tentative way, which makes it difficult to 
buy the influence she exercises over the two 
roommates’ fate. —Barry Bristman 
Katy 


NIK & STU COUNTING LEAVES (STAGE 6) 
The Parnel twins are on a search for thel 
family history for a very important fourth 
grade presentation. But not every fourth 
grade presentation contains theline "If evel! 
child was exploding, would you jump off 4 
bridge?” so you get the feeling these are kiss 
witha vibrant family history. 

Nikolai Witschl and Stuart Hoye, also know" 
as Nik and Stu, play not only the Pare 
Brothers but also their entire extende! 
family (except for the ‘mysteriously abset! 
women). The protean pair skillfully switt" 
from children to a weepy father to a cod! 
uncle to crotchety old men in seconds. A fe" 
stumbles aside, Nik and Stu are polished 
comic actors and this is a swiftly paced sho" 
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that never overuses its jokes. Apd their guest 
stars, who play minor non-family characters, 
are no stouches either. —Giorgia Severini 
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ANOAK TREE (STAGE3) 
Okay, I've never seen a Fringe show like this 
one before. Dave Clarke plays a hypnotist, 
while a “guest performer’—at the show | 
"attended, it was Patricia Casey—plays his 
subject, the father of a little girl that the hyp- 
notist has hit and killer with his car. The guest 
performer has not seen a script, nor have 
they ever seen 2 performance of the show, 
but it’s not an improv show—Clarke gives the 
actor some basic instructions half an hour 
before curtain, and periodically supplies him 
or her with pages of dialogue. In other words, 
it's a show where one of the actors is hear- 
ing the story unfold at the same time as the 
audience. 
{t's an intriguing concept, but it gets lost 
: underneath layer after layer of postmodern 
trickery—at one point, Clarke asks "Casey" 
what she thinks of the show, and she reads 
her answers off the printout in her hand. And 
the underlying story about the dead girl and 
the grieving father is told with an unneces- 
sary amount of obfuscation. But | hesitate 
to write off a fascinating ongoing theatrical 
experiment like this one on the basis of one 
| semi-successful run-through; with upcoming 
guest actors like Jeff Haslam, Andrea House, 
and Trevor Schmidt, anything could happen. 
—Paul Matwychuk 
KIKI 






































OCCUPIED (STAGE 3) 
Occupied starts innocently enough, with a 
businessman, played by Joel Bazin, sitting on 
the floor of the men's room at an LRT sta- 
tion. One moment he's pondering the virtues 
of margarine, and the next he's trying to re- 
count, minute by minute, his morning so far. 
Then a‘bossy female lawyer (Daneel Irons) 
barges in—the women's washroom being 
out of order—prompting both characters to 
Marvel at the “unprecedented” nature of 
their situation. Three other characters even- 
tually put in appearances, all of them doing 
double-takes when they realize that, hey, 
there's a girl inthe men's room. 
The sitcommy premise works for a little while, 
but Occupied gets sloppier and more predict- 
"able with each new character, especially the 
"homeless man with an intentionally bad 
: accent. Jadon Rempel scores some choice 
One-liners as a former homeless man and 
Present-day janitor, but he can't keep this 
bathroom comedy from... ahem... stalling. 
Alejandro Moreno 
LS ohare 


THE OFFICIAL NAPOLEON DYNAMITE 

DANCE CLASS (BYOV C) 

| wrote an enthusiastic review of the film 
Napoleon Dynamite when it came out, little 
fealizing how sick I'd soon become of it—I'd 
Pinpoint the date sometime early in 2005, 
around the time | saw my 100th “Vote for 
Pedro” t-shirt and saw those Napoleon Dy- 
Namite talking pens for sale at Urban Outfit- 
tels. And I'm afraid eager-to-please writer/ 
Performer Darren Boquist's behind-the-curve 
one-man show, doesn't do much to revive my 
Original fondness for the character. 

Boquist doesn't play Napoleon; he plays 
Bob, a bitter but eamest dance instructor 
Who claims Napoleon ripped off his signa- 
‘Ure moves, thereby stealing the fame and 
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fortune that were rightfully his. The plot gets 
murky from there: Boquist's other characters 
include a vengeance-seeking Latino, a sassy 
black woman, and a talking wig: meanwhile, 
in a charmingly low-rent touch, Boquist uses 
a remote control to play music cues and 
Napoleon Dynamite dialogue excerpts on a 
nearby laptop. 

The show's frenzied pace lacks the carefully 
timed deadpan absurdity that was a large 
part of the original film's charm. And the 
talking wig really lost me. But my biggest 
concern is the possibility that Baquist might 
return next year with a Borat play. —Paul 
Matwychuk 
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OLEANNA (STAGE 9) 

What is a term of art? That is one of the im- 
portant questions you should keep in mind 
while watching David Mamet's battle-of- 
the-sexes argument-starter Oleanna, about 
the increasingly antagonistic relationship be- 
tween a college professor (Cody Porter) and 
his confused student (Allison Leggatt). There 
is no definite truth, Mamet argues; without 
context, any word, any action, any exercise 
of power or sexuality can be manipulated by 
anyone to mean anything. 

You don't need me to tell you that Oleanna 
is masterfully written: it contains Mamet's 
most Pinteresque dialogue, and while the 
setting of the story (the “political correct- 
ness” wars in ‘90s academia) is slightly 
dated, the issues this story raises are not. 
The real news here are the wonderful perfor- 
mances by Porter and Leggatt, who draw alt 
the underlying meanings out of Mamet's dis- 
jointed, suggestively unfinished sentences. 
By design, Leggatt doesn't register quite as 
strongly as Porter in the first two acts, but 
her character acquires great strength by the 
climax. Porter is also consistently on point 
as his character's confidence gets gradually 
shaken, his complacent composure soon giv- 
ing way to rage. 

Oleanna is one of this Fringe's must-see 
plays, and will have you thinking long after 
the lights have come up. —Ramin Ostad 
toto 


ONE WORLD SONG (STAGE 6) 
This is not a show, but you may want to see it 
anyway. Lester Lee starts the proceedings by 
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apologizing for his failure to theatricalize the 
gruesome situation in the Darfur region of 
Sudan, as was his intention when he started 
working on this show about a year ago. In- 
stead, Scott Garland and Louise Casemore 
step forward and relate a few of the shocking 
Stories they discovered during their research. 
Some stories come straight from the books 
they consulted; others are adaptations they 
planned on including in One World Song 
before the show's original conception was 
abandoned; all of them are brutal reminders 
of the horrors still taking place in Darfur. 
Garland and Casemore's readings are pow- 
erful and reserved, and the stories are emo- 
tional enough on their own to not need any 
artifice in order to be effective. If Lee's ulti- 
mate objective was to raise awareness, One 
World Song is no failure. —Alejandro Moreno 
Kk KI 


OUR ROOTS ARE SHOWING (BYOV Q) 
Twiggy, Justine Tyme, and Devon Mills have 
the audience wrapped around their impec- 
cably manicured fingers from the opening 
moments of this old-school drag-queen 
cavalcade that’s one of three shows at this 
year's Fringe from Guys in Disguise. 

Whether it's Ms. Tyme’s Reba McEntire wal- 
ing away like a southern belle on steroids, or 
Ms. Mills’ Celine Dion belting out those high 
Cs the laughter and applause don't let up for 
a moment. You don't have to drive a Mer- 
cedes to pick these chicks up; as they inform 
the audience, you just “have to be hung like 
a horse.” 

Just be prepared to join in the show. Not that 
you'll have much choice in the matter—and 
| wouldn't recommend resisting theses la- 
dies’ requests. Especially Twiggy (or, as she’s 
known when she takes off her gown, James 
Ross). She may look innocent, but heaven 
have mercy on anyone who gets on the 
wrong side of her wig. —Andrew Pau! 
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THE OVERNIGHT (STAGE 6) 

Matt Alden, who had a big Fringe hit a few 
years ago with the romantic comedy Real 
Time, is one local playwright you ought to 
keep an eye on; while some plot twists are a 
little too convenient, The Overnight is still a 
well-written comedy with a wonderful pace. 
Alden also contributes a very good perfor- 


mance as the titular character, an overnight | 
DJ at an '80s radio station, and he's superbly 
accompanied by Kirsten Harvey and Jamie 
Cavanagh. The three of them riff off each | 
other entertainingly throughout the entire 
play. 

Murray Utas’ sure directorial hand can also | 
be felt in small details, like the way the char- 
acters bring:such a precise illusion of physical 
weight to their imaginary radio equipment— 
it’s easy to be fooled into thinking the sur- 
face of the table really is wired to the sound 
booth. Of course, some of Utas' touches are 
tight in your face, like the phenomenal use 
of the shadow screen that occupies about a 
third of the stage. | 
Of course, jokes about the ‘80s abound in 
The Overnight: So whether you're a consum- 
mate fan of ‘80s music or a sworn enemy, 
The Overnight has you covered. —Alejandro 
Morena 
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PAGLIACC! (BYOV H) 

High art does exist at the Fringe amidst the 
drag queens and the sketch-comedy dick 
jokes—take this production of Pagliacci, for 
instance, which takes place, appropriately 
enough, beneath a tent. (It's all part of Mer- 
cury Opera artistic director Daria Parada’s 
mission to make opera more accessible by 
performing it in unusual spaces. The con- 
trast of conductor Mark Hyczko leading an 
outstanding orchestra in formalwear and a 
somewhat ragged-looking cast and set got 
me excited immediately. | wasn't sure quite 
what to expect, but from the prologue, sung 
by bass-baritone Roland Burks, even the 
plebes like me were sitting upright in rapt 
attention. 

Colourful wigs, cartwheeling dancers, and 
projections on the roof of the tent create 
a Coney Island carnival setting for this tale 
of a jealous husband who performs in a 
commedia dell'arte troupe. The venue did 
Present occasional sightline issues and 
small logistical. problems, but they hardly 
matter when such divine sounds are being 
produced. The principal players were ex- 





ceptional, and each got a moment to grab 
the audience (and | was literally grabbed a 
couple of times). If you don’t speak Italian, 
read the plot synopsis before the shaw and 
enjoy a taste of the Fringe at its most 


ALL DAY BREAKFAS 





z 


fringe 2008 


Artisan 
Resto- 
: Café 


T 


PHONE 780-413-8045 
10732 - 82 AVE 
AB 


EDMONTON 











uy 


fringe 2008 





ARCS 


RRB ES 
ONTEMPORARY 


LARS CALLIEOQU * ANDREW IWANYK 


KELLY SOLODUKA * SEAN LECOMBER Star in.. 


4 Comedians. 1 Show. No Hands Clapping. 


show times 


Enroll now for our registered Ashtanga yoga classes | 


FRIDAY august 15 6:30 pm 
SUNDAY august 17 4:30 pm 
TUESDAY august 19 8:45 pm 
WEDNESDAY august 20 6:45 pm 
THURSDAY august 21 11:00 pm 
SATURDAY august 23 8:45 pm 


rs = 
> 2 _ at SO 
Pen Yeur tne zretav 


starting August 


Beginners to intermediate. 
5. Vinyasa Flow, Mysore, Pre and Post Natal 


a6 
ees) 


Parent and Baby yoga and more 


Free parking, 
babysitting facilities, 


18 « August 18, 2008 - see magazine « edmonton 











sublime. —Caitlin Fulton 
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THE PARTICULARS (STAGE 6) 

Gordon (Simon Bracken), a mild-mannered 
Office worker, has been laying awake for 
nights now. You see, Gordon has an ex- 
tremely acute sense of smell and an even 
stronger sense of hearing. And a few days 
ago, a contractor filled his home with poison- 
ous vapours after varnishing all of Gordon's 
baseboards. It was around this time that 
that incessant scratching noise began in his 
kitchen. 

It’s easy to think that you've got Gordon fig- 
ured out in the first five minutes of The Par- 
ticulars. He’s a reserved fellow with a strong 
moral code who thrives on his daily routine. 
Wednesday nights are Gordon's party night— 
that’s when he goes to the club and busts 
out the wicked dance moves he learned from 
playing Dance Dance Revolution. But what 
we don't know about Gordon is whether he's 
always been this way or if some later tragic 
event is to blame 

This is a play that looks at the dire conse- 
quences of letting the “magic” slip from 
your life. Somewhat reminiscent of Mor- 
ris Panych’s play Earshot, The Particulars is 
funny, tragic, and a pleasure to watch unfold. 
—Andrew Paul 
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POSSIBLE WORLDS (STAGE 11) 

A strange crime is stumping detectives; 
meanwhile, a man slides through various 
alternate universes in search of the one he 
loves. This is the broad plot structure of 
John Mighton's 1990 intellectual thriller Pos- 
sible Worlds, which uses ideas borrowed from 
Descartes and mathematical philosophy 
to examine humanity's search for existence 
and meaning. (You may have seen Robert 
LePage's 2000 film version, which features 
Fringe favourite Rick “MacHomer” Miller in 
the cast.) 

This is a crisp, professional-looking produc- 
tion with a young cast that does a surpris- 
ingly good job of navigating Mighton's more 
rarefied themes. However, the attempts at 
comedy fall flat. The result is an unbalanced 
play in which the sombre, chin-stroking ele- 
ments overshadow the equally important 
lighter touches. —Jeremy Schiff 
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THE PRETENORS (BYOV K2) 

These guys been doing this show—or at least 
some version of it—for the past 14 years. 
Having never seen them before, despite that 
little squishy spot in my heart for opera, | 
was thoroughly surprised at how friggin’ en- 
tertaining this satirical portrait of the once 
world-famous tenor trio (except for that 
Carreras guy—more like Jose Whocarras! Am 
| right, people?) ended up being. 

The jokes centre mostly around the girth of 
Kieran Martin Murphy's Luciano Paparazzi— 
and for the life of me | cannot fathom how 
this man can wolf down slices of pizza, 
French loaves, and licorice mid-aria and still 
belt it out note-perfectly just seconds after 
swallowing (and sometimes while still chew- 
ing). And while The PreTenors' repertoire all 
sounds kinda sorta familiar (there haven't 
been any really decent “new” opera tunes on 
the radio lately, after all), this updated ver- 
sion of the show adds a medley from West 
Side Story into the mix. (“I Feel Pretty" is a 
particular highlight.) If you like opera, The 


PreTenors should be on your must-see Fringe 
list. Every year. —Fawnda Mithrush 
wk kK 


THE PRINCESS AND THE PEA (STAGE 12) 

No time is wasted in this retelling of this clas- 
sic fairytale. Within minutes, not one, but 
three weddings are staged, although none 
of them reach completion because the picky 
Queen Minerva, portrayed with delicious 
haughtiness by Ceris Backstrom, is intent 
on finding the perfect future princess for her 
son. 

The enthusiastic young cast, all of them un- 
der 14, are a joy to watch, as is the hilarious 
script, which gets a lot of comic mileage out 
of giving these kids some notably grown-up 
lines to deliver. The old-married-couple bick- 
ering between Minerva and King Reginald 
(Rory Burns) is priceless, as is pipe-smoking 
Reginald’s declaration that smoking tobacco 
is “first-rate"—this from a lad who appears 
barely tall enough to reach the cashier's coun- 
ter at the grocery store. Even the set changes 
are amusing, with the servant girls prancing 
and self-consciously posing with their trays. 
There's not a single moment where anyone 
in this huge 21-person cast loses their place in 
this quick-moving play—a testament to the 
kid-wrangling skills of directors Alyson Con- 
nolly and Elaine Dunbar. Janet Ngo 

Kk KI 


THE PUMPKIN PIE SHOW (STAGE 7) 

This high-energy storytelling session starring 
Clay McLeod Chapman and Hanna Cheek 
features what just might be the weirdest 
characters at this year's Fringe. And that's 
saying something. Actually, it might feature 
two of the Fringe’s most fearsome actors as 
well: the energy in this show is so intense, | 
wasn't sure whether to laugh or worry that 
Chapman would leap into the crowd and 
start throwing chairs. 

In “The Late Bloomer,” Chapman teeters on 
the brink of madness as he describes the 
lustful awakening of the most primal urges 
of the male adolescent during their discovery 
of that mysterious octopus creature known 
as the Vagina. Meanwhile, in “The Overbite,” 
Cheek plays a young cary in search of true 
love—her seductive air would be sexy if she 
weren't describing her nasty habit of devour- 
ing her lovers’ tongues. 

All the stories are drawn at random at the 
start of the show from Chapman's book Rest 
Area, which means no two shows are the 
same, and after watching one performance, 
it’s hard not to want to return to see what 
other twisted tales these two have in their 
arsenal. Don't miss this one. —Andrew Paul 
kk kk 


PUSHIN’ UP DAISIES: A MUSICAL (STAGE 11) 
This over-the-top, musical campfest will 
leave you with a dark grin. A serial killer, in- 
spired by the bizarre moral justice dished 
out in cartoons, is on the loose, determined 
to bring “cartoon” justice to the city streets. 
Meanwhile, Amy is trying to end an unsatis- 
factory relationship with the detective ob- 
sessed with catching the killer. Add to this 
a few chance meetings, and several upbeat 
song and dance numbers about murder and 
ethics and you've got a warped, funny 75 
minutes. 

There's some especially effective stage light- 
ing amidst the cheerfully silly dance number 
that evokes the gritty, stylized atmosphere 
of an old detective novel. It’s a fun, playful 


show that's perfect for casual Fringegoe, 
assuming they have suitably twisted ming, 
—Jeremy Schiff 
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PUTTING IT TOGETHER (STAGE 1) 
Stephen Sondheim is tough. He's known fo, 
making music that challenges actors—j 
disjointed key changes and unnatural {orp 
pos, But he also makes musicals that eye, 
self-professed musical-haters can enjoy 
It helps that Sondheim has a finely tuney 
acerbic wit—oh, and also that he's kind of ; 
genius. Which means two things for a show 
like Putting It Together, which takes a sma, 
tering of Sondheim songs and molds it inig 
something resembling a narrative. It m 
that if they can pull off the music, the 
will be good, because they're working with 
gold. But if they can't, not even the lyrics cay 
save them. 

Luckily, this talented cast rises to Sondheim 
challenge, and his genius. Each singer is mo 
than capable not just of keeping up with 
the music, but also giving it life despite the | 
absence of a real plot. And that’s ultimately | 
where this show's weakness lies. The morejt | 
tries to rope the songs (which are tied so ip | 
extricably to their original dramatic context) | 
into a new story, the more schizophrenic the 
show feels. But as far as Sondheim revues 
go, there ain't a lot to complain about. Wel 
it could have been 15 minutes shorter. —Greg 
Hudson 
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QUESTION (STAGE 9) 

Question is like one of those made-for-TV 
movies that you were forced to watch in 
health class—yet somehow it just steers clear 
of total cheese-dom. 

We've all seen (and heard and read) count 
less versions of the high school “searching fo 
identity” story, so the conventions are well: 
known. This performance follows those con: 
ventions a little too closely, and | question 
whether Josh Languedoc, the play's write, 
director, and main character, has actuall) 
resolved his own issues of identity. 

The performance by Sean Bedard is spot-on 
with perfect timing and delivery; he also de 
serves special praise for his Napoleon Dyna 
mite-esque dance routine (though | think i 
only goes over so well because of his bright 
purple gym shorts). Languedoc's acting 's 
earnest and honest as his scrip—yet sincer 
ity only takes a show so far. Also worthy 0 
mention is Kyler Baxter, who nails his role a5 
the kind of chauvinist loudmouth in whos 
company all of us have had to spend man} 
miserable hours, | also commend his bee! 
bonging abilities. 

It's not particularly enlightening, but Ques 
tion is entertaining, and | guarantee it'll get: 
erate animated post-performance conver 
sation about your own high school days-* 
at least those cheesy movies your teaches 
made you watch. —Melissa Priestley 
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QUINN’S DEATH (STAGE 4) 

Anna Paquin is in this play! But not the An¥ 
Paquin you're thinking of—the girl from 
Men and that movie about the geese is "0" 
in fact, slumming at the Edmonton Fring 
Nope—this Anna Paquin is the energetic lo 
cal gal who plays Quinn, and unfortunate! 
Quinn's going to die today. Initating 
though, it’s never revealed why, when, oF 0! 
she's going to pass. Even Bob the Reaper ("" 
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exander Forsyth) is getting pissed off. He 
gets a message from Reaper headquarters 
that he’s supposed to wait to take Quinn's 
<oul-and so we wait with him. Tick, tick, tick. 
You could wait around forever with this play, 
without a single insight into the characters, 
jdea about death, or even provocative obser- 
yation about life ever showing up—and the 
twist at the end makes the whole thing seem 
even more pointless. 

Lindsay Goodwin's script has an okay one- 
liner or two about Alberta's climate, but for 
the most part the dialogue is predictable 
and the characters fail to develop. (Honestly, 
| couldn't have cared less if Quinn ended up 
kicking the bucket, or if Bob got his promo- 
tion.) The ending doesn't make much sense, 
either. It's a Stephen King sorta move: you 
develop an idea for 50 minutes and then try 
to wrap it all up by throwing in... uh... let's 
see... how about ...a lamp monster! Maybe if 
the play were about “real” people instead of 
dead ones, Quinn's Death might have had a 
bit more life to it. —Fawnda Mithrush 
wis 


~ QUIXOTE (STAGE 9) 

Quixote is a mistitled show. While it contains 
elements and characters from Miguel de 

; Cervantes’ tale of the wannabe knight who 
battles nonexistent evils, Erik de Waal’s one- 
man show Is actually the story of John, a 
psych ward patient who believes himself to 
be Sancho Panza, Quixote's sarcastic side- 
kick. The story switches back and forth be- 
tween John’s awareness of life in the asylum 
and his illusions of high fantasy, but neither 
of them are all that interesting to watch. 
Part of the problem is de Waal himself. While 
he's got an engaging presence, he's not the 
most varied performer in the world. Now, this 
would be fine if he were playing one char- 
acter, but as John, Sancho, Quixote, and the 
various Spaniards that Sancho and Quixote 
encounter, de Waal comes off as extremely 
one-note. 
The other issue is that the story is uneven as 
hell. The first section of Quixote consists of 
a couple of boring tales about Sancho and 
Quixote that go nowhere, while the last mo- 
Ments are devoted to a misplaced speech 
about world suffering that feels entirely 
tacked on. Sadly, this show feels lost in La 
/Mancha. —Ramin Ostad 


effectively target either the experts or the 
greenhorns. —Michael Hingston 
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REDBIRD (STAGE 11) 
According to the playbill for Redbird, the 
goal of this Production is to provoke thought 
Not dictate a moral. And the script by actor/ 
Playwright Joel Crichton certainly provides 
plenty of topics to think about: this tale of 
an insurgent group determined to detonate 
a bomb every day until t 





eit demands are 
met touches on terrorism, child soldiers, me- 
dia spinmeisters, police brutality, religious 
fanaticism ... and I'm sure 
at least half a dozen more 


probably missed 








Still, Crichton balances it all out with just the 


right amount of comedy, and he's careful to 
fashion the storyline so that it applies not 
to any one particular real-world event, but 
to broad issues affecting countries around 
the world. This is a sharp, high-energy mind- 
bomb of a production that’s both entertain- 
ing and challenging. Jeremy Schiff 
Kt KW 


RESPECTING THE ACTION FOR SEDUCTION: 
THE BROWNLEE AFFAIR (BYOV A) 

My knowledge of this particular corner of 
local history is scant, so I'm proud to say | 
came out of this show feeling fully informed 
about this juicy tale that unfolded within the 
Alberta legislature in the 1930s, supposedly 
one of the most scandalous events of the pe- 
tiod. Let me fill you in on the details: it's the 
story of an affair between Premier Brownlee 
and his secretary, a young Edson girl named 
Vivian MacMillan, and the subsequent law- 
suit she launched against him. The script 
by David Cheoros and Karen Simons quotes 
extensively from archival material and grad- 
ually makes a convincing case that a rela- 
tionship really did exist between the promi- 
nent married man and his much younger 
inamorata 

At the same time, the script merely skims the 
surface of the possible drama and conflict 
between the two lovers. The actors are well 
cast: Kirstin Rasmussen's young, emotional, 
yet calculating Vivian complementing Steve 
Pirot's measured and somewhat dispassion- 





ate Brownlee. The two actors also play a few 
peripheral characters who are never given 
quite enough room to develop In the limited 
running time. | appreciated the simplicity 
of this production, but was hungry for a 
deeper exploration of the drama that lies be- 
neath those musty court documents.—Caitlin 
Fulton 
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ROCKET SUGAR FACTORY (STAGE 1) 

The best improv isn't chaotic, at least not 
entirely—you need to have firmly established 
laws that govern the scene's universe, and 
only within those parameters can the per- 
formers truly go batshit crazy. Jacob Banigan 
and Jim Libby, the two men who dieamed up 


Rocket Sugar Factory, understand this princi- 
ple perfectly. It's probably why they've added 
a brilliant new layer to the whoie process: a 
board game! “The Great Race Pursuit Chase,” 
as they call it, means that they're competing 
against one another to create the best ongo: 
ing storyline, all the while incorporating audi- 
ence suggestions and (occasionally) trying 
to sabotage the other person's scenes. 
Banigan and Libby—the former an Edmonto- 
nian expatriate, currently working in Austria- 
are both terrific improvisers, affable without 
adopting the overly wacky emcee shtick that 
plagues many a Fringe performer. Plus they 
get the added advantage of being able to in- 
corporate board game culture into the act— 
after a particularly lucky roll by Libby at the 


show | saw, Banigan fumed, only half in jest, 
“| hate this game!” For anyone who's ever 
dealt with a particularly hostile Monopoly 
player, Rocket Sugar Factory is pure, ecstatic 
catharsis. —Michael Hingston 
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SAD VICTORIA'S PELICAN DAY: A 
PICTURESQUE ADVENTURE FROM THE 
MIND & MUSIC OF BRYCE KULAK (STAGE 1) 
See Battle! on page 2). 


SCRATCH (BYOV E) 

How does one review an improv show? (Es- 
pecially when you don't want to give away 
the ending?) You won't see the same show 
| did, which makes me jealous. Not because 





THU AUG. 14 8:00PM 
FRI AUG. 15 10:45PM 
SUN AUG. 17 4:45PM 
MON AUG. 18 10:45PM 


“Like a collection of David Sedaris 
short stories, these are imaginative, 
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_ RAINER HERSCH; ALL CLASSICAL MUSIC | 
| EXPLAINED (STAGE 1) 
This monologue—firmly in the tradition of 
| “big topic comically oversimplified"—uses | 


TUE AUG. 19 4:00 PM 
ive piano, a multimedia slideshow, and even ) AUG. 21 8:30P! 
loppy, Bob Dylan-esque flashcards, but still THU AUG. 21 8:30PM 


els somehow stretched for content. Hersch, ~ ; siete 
good-natured and well-intentioned Eng- ‘ 
ishman, is likable enough, but the show 
‘ans almost entirely on threadbare comic 
remises: symphonies are long, Americans 
re dumb, didgeridoos sound weird, and so 
In. At various points Hersch plays the piano, 
larinet, and recorder, but even these techni- 
| bits feel overlong and out of place—he's 
00 talented to oafishly deflate the classics, 4 
nd at the same time not talented enough 
Put the audience in genuine awe. 

Hersch does score one or two clean hits, in- 
ding a nice graph illustrating how Verdi 
ills more characters per minute than Sadd- 
M Hussein killed Kurds (Oh, Verdi," the 
it beside me muttered. “It's so true!”), but 
timately this is a niche piece that doesn't 


slightly surreal tales that will 
stay with you for years.” 
Zs hee CBC 
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SINGING AT THE EDGE 
OF THE WORLD xxx*x*>* 


the show | saw wasn't good, but because | 
want to see what else these guys can do. If 
my experience is anything to go by, expect to 
see Kevin Gillese and Arien Konopaki building 
an hour-long homage to a movie suggested 
by the audience, incorporating elements that 
are also, of course, supplied by the audience. 
To be fair, the show | saw didn't look much 
like Run Lola Run, but then again, I've never 
seen Run Lola Run. 

In any case, Gillese and Konopaki work beau- 
tifully together, perfectly in tune to the other, 
constantly switching places and never allow- 
ing the show to drag. Extra kudos to Mo Sar- 
da, who supplies the music in real time, scor- 
ing the action perfectly with the right dose of 
irony. So how do you review an improv show? 
You say if it’s funny, | guess. Scratch is funny. 
—Greg Hudson 

kkk ky 


SEE BOB RUN (STAGE 7) 

Meet Roberta, but you can call her Bob. 
She's a confused young girl, but that's un- 
derstandable; she’s had a rough life. Her evil 
witch of a mother kicked her darling father 
out of the house, just because he loved Bob 
more thari he loved her. Or was that really 
the case? 

Rare is the young actress who hasn't done a 
production of this Daniel Maclvor monologue 
at some point—a fact that speaks both to 
the resonance of this character and to the 
shortage of meaty roles for young women. 
Now it's Jodi Sadowsky’s turn. Her Bob is 
sort of a bizarro-world Holden Caulfield: she 
hates honesty, and finds virtue in maintain- 
ing a fagade—so much so that she hitch- 
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hikes across the country just to flee a terrible 
secret. Her goal: find the only man who ever 
teally loved her—her dad. The connections 
between Bob's twisted delusions and real- 
ity are not always apparent, but if you read 
between the lines there are many hidden 
meanings to be found. 

As directed by Christine Macinnis, this pro- 
duction is a well-crafted web that strings 
the audience along nicely until the disturbing 
conclusion. —Andrew Paul 

kk 


SEV (BYOV E) 

The main challenge of a one-man show Is 
making the audience forget they're watching 
aon in show. In this one-hander, Fringe 
favourite Charles Ross (he of One-Man Lord 
of the Rings fame) brings to life the pains of 
working at a convenience store and, espe- 
cially, the pains of adolescence. 

The subject matter is perfect for bittersweet 
comedy, but Ross only keeps his audience 
sporadically engaged. The trouble is, you 
never quite forget that he’s alone. Especially 
in the more intimate scenes, the character- 
izations meld into each other, and it seems 
as though Ross is just talking to himself. 
(This is especially unfortunately, since the 
minor characters are so beautifully, distinc- 
tively realized on paper.) 

The show is energetic and swiftly paced, but 
Ross seems to have only two settings: fre- 
netic and quiet. And there are only so many 
times an audience will find the sight of Ross 
battling off customers as if they were orcs. 
funny. What redeems this play from its fren- 
zy and awkwardness is the small explana- 
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tion Ross gives after the play is done. Th 
is heartbreaking, tender honesty, almpo, 
enough to inspire you to sit through the sho, 
again. —Greg Hudson 

kkk yi 


THE SHAKESPEARE SHOW, OR HOW AN 
ILLITERATE SON OF A GLOVER BECAME TH 
GREATEST PLAYWRIGHT IN THE WORLD 
(BYOV P) 

See Battle! on page 21. 


SINGING AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD 
(STAGE 5) 

Singing at the Edge of the World has nothing 
in common with those Fringe shows th / 
to pummel their audiences with bom 
plotlines, zany antics, tasteless jokes, ang 
onstage nudity. This show does subtlety, ang 
does it really, really well. 

Randy Rutherford's intimate solo sho 
making a welcome return visit to the Eg. 
monton Fringe—intwerweaves the story 
his coming of age as a folksinger in 1970s co 
feehouses with native Alaskan mytholo 
and allows the audience to pick up the quiet 
harmonies. Each moment, each ston 
joke feels as carefully chosen as each note 
in Rutherford's outbursts of soulful, finger. | 
picking blues. His engaging music and sto- 
rytelling always hit just the right mood, and 
you leave feeling as though you've witn 

a beautiful private miracle. 

If the nearly sold-out Friday afternoon crowd 
is anything to go by, Rutherford’s bigge: 
lowing is among the geriatric set, but the 
alot to ponder, laugh, and be moved by hi 
even it you can’t say the best years of your 
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io were in the 70s. —Elliot Kerr 
eee aet 


-FOUR AND NO MORE LIES (STAGE 8) 
4 64, writer/performer Susan Freedman— 
whose previous Fringe shows include Fifty- 
seven and Still Lying About My Weight and 
sixty With More Lies About My Weight—has 
ecided to stop all the fibbing and just ac- 
cept all those aches, pains, and uncomfort- 
ably emotions for what they are. This show is 
ike an honest, humourous discussion with an 
ald friend, or maybe your hip grandmother, or 
perhaps the nice neighbour on the other side 
‘of the fenceposts. 

} was pleasantly surprised to realize that 
Freedman’s naturalistic performance did 
‘pot feel at all like a one-sided conversation 
{as many Fringe monologues do). This play 
js not just for older people who can relate 
first-hand to Freedman's descriptions of the 
trials and tribulations of getting older; it's for 
anyone who's ever doubted themselves, or 
just wants to listen to some friendly wisdom. 
at's most of you guys, right? —Jill Stanton 
5 2. 0.0n8 


SNOW PATROL (STAGE 5) 

he "magical healing powers of snow,” which 
e characters refer to throughout Snow 
Patrol, are entirely absent from the show 
itself, which doesn't know if it wants to be 
a (snow)balls-out frat comedy or a serious 
elationships-and-daddy-issues drama. 

{t's a moot point, though; neither part suc- 
ceeds. Indeed, the characters’ aimless, 
pointless journey to the mountains to make 
snowballs in the middle of summer could be 
taken as a metaphor for this show—the ac- 
tors struggle to carve something, anything, 
moving or funny out of the material, but 
it's like trying to make a snowball on Whyte 
Avenue in August. At several points, they 
appear to give up on the script entirely and 
try to express emotion by wrestling. (David 
Johnston's reserves most of his dramatic mo- 
ments for a string of implausible answering 
machine messages. ) 

This one is for friends and family only. On 
the other hand, maybe | was bitter that the 
posters promised real snow to cool off a 
hot Fringe venue, and, at my performance 
at least, there wasn't a flake to be found. 


SPIRAL DIVE (STAGE 4) 

Aviation buffs rejoice: Kenneth Brown's new- 
est play, a drama about a green-as-grass 
Second World War fighter pilot, is the first 
installment of a planned trilogy. Our hero is 
Edmonton boy Jack Harding (fresh-faced 
Blake William Turner), a raw Air Force recruit 
Circa 1942 who gets a quick education in love, 
war, and pulling your plane out of a nose- 
dive. There are only three actors in the cast 
(promising Fringe newcomer Caley Suliak 
and Bryan “Not The Dancer” Webb), but the 
Story is as densely populated with sergeants, 
pilots, farmers, and glamourously damaged 
Diostitutes as a novel. 

But the dialogue occasionally has the den- 
Sity Of a novel as well, which occasionally 
Works to the play's detriment. It's a matter 
of personal taste whether you'll take to 
Brown's style of theatre, in which the cast 
doesn't perform the script so much as re- 
Cite it, including the kind of authorial pas- 
Sages (descriptions of characters, interior 
Monologues) that, if this were a novel be- 
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ing adapted for the stage, would have been 
the first thing most playwrights would leave 
out. | found it a little off-putting myself, but 
judging from the standing ovation that the 
sweaty crowd gave it on Saturday afternoon, 
I'min the minority. —Paul Matwychuk 

wk KI 


THE SPY (STAGE 4) 

When a physical theatre expert starts giving 
hints on the best way to combat those pesky 
street-performing mimes, you know you've 
got 4 winner on your hands. Now, |'m not 
quite sure if | mean "winner" sarcastically or 
not, but bear with me while | practice my dis- 
section of a cow's head... 

The Spy is billed as a physical theatre piece, 
and at the helm is the very spry Jonno Katz 
playing Inspector Seymour Foggs (complete 
with hoity-toity accent, faux suede suit, and 
Clouseau-style pornstache) who guides the 
audience through a pretty standard spy- 
genre spoof (complete with Russians named 
Yevgeny, moles within his own department, 
Silver Foxes... you get the idea), graced by 
Katz's loose-limbed physical presence, which 
is half-dance, half-spastic-flail. There's a 
sprinkle of audience interaction here (and 
he's quite good at dealing with midnight 
hecklers, so beware), but it’s never uncom- 
fortable or forced—basically all he wants you 
to do is appreciate how difficult it is to mime 
scaling a building. It's even more difficult to 
make it look like you're falling off a bridge 
while your feet are firmly planted on the 
stage... but that’s something you might want 
to see for yourself. —Fawnda Mithrush 

bo axeks 


STAGE RIGHT (STAGE 4) 

Oh dear. Oh dear oh dear oh dear oh dear. 
You're going to think I'm exaggerating for 
comic effect here, but | saw Stage Right on 
Saturday night, with about 50 other people 
in the audience, and the show didn't elicit a 
single genuine laugh for its entire 50-min- 
ute running time. Not a one. Maybe three or 
four subdued, scattered chuckles, but that’s 
about it—and when the number of walkouts 
exceeds the number of laughs, you know 
your play has serious problems. 

Stage Right, written and directed by Innis- 
fails Andrew McKechnie, follows the drama 
unfolding backstage at a high-school pro- 
duction of Grease—although this must be 
some bizarre version of Grease where the 
actors apparently wander desultorily on and 
offstage more or less at will (and where no 
more than two actors are ever required to be 
onstage at any one time, not even during the 
musical numbers). “We're theatre people; 
we love enthusiasm and energy!” says one 
character, but no one in the inexperienced 
six-person cast got the memo—this is Fringe 
comedy at its most listless. | don’t think | 
even want to see Grease for a while now. 
—Paul Matwychuk 

tery 


STAMPEDE! (ACT ONE) (STAGE 8) 

As the title suggests, this play is actually the 
first half of a planned two-part “country op- 
era musical” inspired by Bizet's Carmen that 
creator Richard Van Oosterom hasn't quite 
finished yet. Director Alan Wong even steps 
out onto the stage before and after the 
show to explain this, and he sounds almost 
apologetic as he does so. | say, own your one- 
act play! 

In fact, | have the same criticism of the over- 


all performance: the performers all seem just 
a little bit tentative. (And the musicians will 
need to practice their two-step some more 
as well.) 

You know what? Everyone involved in this 
show needs to shake the first-night jitters 
outta their bodies and just let loose (which, 
thankfully, many of them did toward the 
end of the show) But with a bit more polish, 
the idea of an opera with country music is 
an incredibly creative... and exciting. Stam- 
pede! has the potential to be a modern-day 
Oklahoma!, or at least a decent ripoff of the 
recent Fringe hit Das BarbecU. There are even 
a few nicely-written songs here that will stick 
in your head throughout the day. (“Time Off 
for Good Behaviour” and “Roadside Woman” 
were my favourites.) By the end of the show, 
| even found myself wanting to see Part Two 
—Jill Stanton 

KKM I 





STARS AND SONS (STAGE 8) 

The latest Fringe play from Mark Stubbings 
(Dirt, Our Kind of Love Is an Ugly Love) is set 
in Nisku, Alberta, where 15-year-old Clara 
(Tasha Weenk) and 33-year-old Charlie 
(Stubbings) become friends under un- 
likely circumstances. Clara, you see, has an 
unhealthy fascination with outer space, 
and longs to be “up there” one day—and 
Weenk beautifully portrays her fascination. 
We really feel for her when she says that it’s 
all she has. Stubbings, on the other hand, 
must have some deep-rooted girlfriend is- 
sues that he's working out through this 
script; | found the letters his character writes 
to his girlfriend throughout the play are vio- 
lent and hostile to the point of offensiveness, 
(Then again, plenty of members of the audi- 
ence found them quite funny, which made 
the atmosphere in the theatre even more 
awkward.). 

Stars and Sons also has a strong (and, 
| would argue, fairly unnecessary) anti- 
abortion slant. | was left wishing Stubbings 
had devoted more time to Clara's desire for 
outer space, instead of twisting the story into 
an Afterschool Special for grown-ups. —Jill 
Stanton 

kkk 


SYLVIE (STAGE 11) 

For anyone who's ever had a crush, the awk- 
wardness of trying to talk to the “crushee” is 
palpable. Anna wants to get to know Jamie 
better but doesn't know what to say to him. 
After some silence she manages to choke out 
a meek “How's your juice?” which eventually 
leads to more silence. 

Sylvie, written and directed by Andrea Beca, 
is a coming-of-age story about a girl named 
Anna (played with earnest jitteriness by Elisa 
Benzer). While traveling abroad, Anna meets 
the reserved Jamie (Kevin Shipalesky). 
Their deepening relationship unfolds across 
multiple countries, enacted through simple 
but effective devices like Anna's narra- 
tion to the audience or a replay of recorded 
dialogue. 

But the plot seems to tum on whether and 
how far Anna and Jamie's relationship will 
advance, by the final scene we don't know if 
we should even care. It's unclear what Anna 
is searching for in her fascination with Ja- 
mie and it’s even hazier whether or not she 
ever found it, or if that was even the point. 
The story portrays such emotional honesty 
between its characters that it's too bad the 
main character fails to be similarly open with 


the audience. —Janet Ngo 
kkk 


TAP ATTACK (STAGE 1) 

Watching Tap Attack, a four-dancer tap 
show influenced by burlesque, vaudeville, 
and blues, | was sold immediately on the 
music as well as the fantastic choreography. 
But the sloppiness of the tapping Itself was 
a disappointment—especially in a show with 
the word Tap in the title. (To be fair, perhaps 


-BATTLE!. 
CRAZY LONG TITLES 


the faults in the dancing and the occasional 
technical glitches could be chalked up to 
opening night jitters.) 

Luckily, the solo acts almost save the show. 
Tanya Rivard’s incredible solo flamenco 
dance sounded, impossibly, like two lovers 
dancing, and Emily Regas’ tense, sexy solo to 
a Nina Simone piece is alone worth the price 
of admission. If they can perform cohesively 
with as much passion and crispness as Rivard 
and Regas perform singly, this will be a fan- 





Plumin’ Idiots | Ryan Gladstone and Tara Travis tickle audiences’ funnybones in The Shakespeare Show, PHOTO SUPPLIED 


THE SHAKESPEARE SHOW, OR HOW AN 
ILLITERATE SON OF A GLOVER BECAME 
THE GREATEST PLAYWRIGHT IN THE 
WORLD (BYOV P) 

After years on the Fringe circuit, Vancou- 
ver's Monster Theatre has carved out a 
solid niche for themselves as some of 
Canada’s ablest fact-benders and history- 
skewerers. Their specialty is uncovering 
the “hidden truth” behind well-known 
historical figures (past titles include Na- 
poleon's Secret Diary and Jesus Christ: The 
Lost Years). Their latest show is based on 
the notion that the true author of Shake- 
speare’s works was... Well, someone other 
than Shakespeare. 

The script by Ryan Gladstone is a lesson 
in crowd-pleasing wit—it is written al- 
most entirely in virtuosic rhyming verse 
that doesn't miss a single opportunity 
for vulgarly poetic turns of phrase. Glad- 
stone and partner Tara Travis incorporate 
everything everything from fight scenes 
to puppetry into the action, and every- 
thing from the Plague to Queen Elizabeth 
linto their convoluted plot, and while the 
details are sometimes hard to follow, 
there's never a dull moment. Which is 
more than can be said for Shakespeare. 
(I'm sorry, but have you ever tried sit- 
ting through Timon of Athens?) —Caitlin 
Fulton 

KKK 


SAD VICTORIA'S PELICAN DAY: A 
PICTURESQUE ADVENTURE FROM THE 
MIND & MUSIC OF BRYCE KULAK 
(STAGE 11) 
The sight of Bryce Kulak always makes me 
think of Citadel Theatre musicals from 15 
years ago, but all that is about to change. 
The native Edmontonian has returned 
with a new play based on his own com- 
positions, many of which appear on his 
recent CD Tin Can Telephone. 
There are about 20 songs in all in this 
show, which tells the story of Sad Victoria 
and her neighbours’ eviction from the Pel- 
ican Apartments. Kulak’s tunes are heavy 
on the whimsy, but they're inspired by a 
very real concern for the shrinking num- 
ber of historical buildings and affordable 
housing in Edmonton; the dancers convey 
this message with remarkable clarity, por- 
traying quirky, charming, and acrobatic 
characters marginalized by this change. 
All this is aided by a cartoonish modular 
set that get constantly rearranged, re- 
~built, and eventually removed... much like 
our city's historical buildings. But the most 
remarkable aspect of the piece are the 
stunning costumes that transform per- 
formers into 10-foot-tall blue caricatures. 
The only thing this endearing play lacks 
s another singer to complement Kulak's 
voice. Fans of abstract dance, contempo- 
tary art, and cabaret music will no 
ball at this one.—Jeremy Schiff == 
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shanti yoga. 

a warm and peaceful studio located 
in the heart of downtown edmonton. 
offering classes in ashtanga, hatha, 


yin, prenatal & parent and baby yoga. 
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tastic show. —Andrea McQuade 
kok ky 


TEACHING THE FRINGE (STAGE 6) 

Fringe favourite Keir Cutler returns with the 
latest installment in his Teaching franchise. 
This time he’s teaching the Fringe—or, more 
accurately, teaching true stories about him- 
self and his craft. Central to his lesson is a 
letter a frequent Fringer wrote to the Win- 
nipeg Fringe about Cutler's past show Teach- 
ing As You Like It. The Winnipeg Fringe then 
forwarded it to Cutler, with a note saying his 
play had “touched a nerve.” 

The pace is a bit slow, but Cutler is good at 
keeping us in suspense as he shares the letter 
(and it's a rather unique letter). In. between 
feading and commenting on the letter, he 
performs some hilarious re-enactments of 
his various Fringe experiences, such as his 
encounter with a notorious audience mem- 
ber who makes it her habit to ruin all shows 
(including his) with raucous inappropriate 
laughter. 

However (as Cutler says, there's always a 
however), his defenses and explanations of 
Teaching As You Like It border on misplaced 
ranting, especially since he makes it clear that 
the vast majority of his audience did under- 
stand the play. It’s always a little off-putting 
when artists say how their work should be in- 
terpreted, even when there is one obviously 
“correct” way of interpreting it, and even if 
they get interpretations as unique as Cutler's 
strange anti-fan letter. —Giorgia Severini 
kk Ky 


TELEGRAMS FROM THE NEW CANADIAN 
CINEMA (STAGE 9) 

Telegrams is not one show, but rather a ro- 
tating program of short and medium-length 
Canadian films, showcasing a different set of 
films each night. It's sort of hard to critique 
a showcase of individual films, especially 
when they're are so diverse: some come off 
as flaccid art experiments, like Ghost Town, 
five minutes’ worth of black-and-white foot- 
age of a dilapidated mining town shot on 
grainy film with a dirty camera lens. 

On the other hand, there are exciting discov- 
eries like Lucy James Part I, amedium-length 
film about a group of young people partici- 
pating in a wedding. From the opening toast 
to a sexually charged game of hide and seek, 
the film examines all the emotions that can 
come from love: bitterness, elation, lust, jeal- 
ousy, and everything in between. If you're 
lucky enough to catch it, it’s a hell of a film. 
—Ramin Ostad 

kkk iy 


THE TOO TALL PRINCESS (STAGE 12) 

Ellen Chorley (who both wrote the play and 
stars in it) is quite obviously a talented, en- 
thusiastic actress who is great at what she 
does. Her newest children’s play has a sweet 
message about accepting other people's dif- 
ferences and a cast of five that skillfully plays 
at least a dozen characters between them— 
no mean feat. 

The bad news is that a lot of the humour in 
the play is aimed at an audience just out of 
Chorley's age range; kids who are old enough 
to understand the references to Facebook 
are probably also old enough to stop listen- 
ing to princess stories. — 

However, just to test my theory, | caught up 
with a few kids and asked them their take 
on the performance. “I thought it was weird,” 
said Leo, 8. “I liked how there were only five 


actors in the whole play!” enthused 13-year- 
old Hayley, while six-year-old Amanda sim- 
ply exclaimed, “| like it!" I'm not sure what 
this proves—perhaps if you're an eight-year- 
old boy you might want to look elsewhere for 
your Fringe entertainment. —Jill Stanton 
Kk Ky 


TRANSCENDENTAL MASTURBATION 
(STAGE7) 

There's nothing on the handbill or program, 
save for a scantily clad accordion player, that 
indicates what exactly Transcendental Mas- 
turbation is about... and nothing much in the 
show does, either. Glen Callendar’s one-man 
musical/comedy stylings (which-reference 
everything from the Book of Revelation to 
Monistat) is neither transcendental nor mas- 
turbatory, but it is ... well, fun. It's also very 
lewd, very crude, and touches on subjects 
that | was fairly certain would make our Ed- 
monton crowd cringe. But Fringers are made 
of stronger stuff than | thought, and Callen- 
dar's earnest, honest, engaging delivery got 
me laughing too, the way you do when your 
grandparents tell off-colour jokes. You don't 
want to laugh, you know the jokes aren't that 
funny, and the delivery is all wrong, but you 
laugh anyway. 

You can't help but relax after Callendar's ad- 
mits, "| hope you like what | do, because it's 
pretty much all I'm good at.” Thank God for 
that. Andrea McQuade 

KKK 


TRASHCAN DUET (STAGE 3) 

Billy, a young man with a history of minor run- 
ins with the law, spots Stella, a misanthropic 
beat poet, in his favourite coffee shop. He 
makes a pass at her; she shoots him down. 
But he’s undaunted; even she shows not 
the slightest interest in him, he continues to 
pursue her, talking her up at the coffee show, 
showing up late at night under her apart- 
ment window, and even indulging in some 
minor blackmail to get her to go on a dinner 
date. According to Dave Dawson's director's 
notes, he sees Trashcan Duet as a story about 
two damaged people learning from each 
other and making a tentative human con- 
nection. But | think it comes across more as 
a tonally uncertain comedy about a bitch 
falling in love with an alcoholic stalker—two 
unsympathetic characters, neither of whom 
seems like much of a catch. 

Neither of them seem particularly damaged, 
either; Michael Showler is a likable guy with 
good comic timing, but he plays Billy as if he’s 
John Cusack in Say Anything, not the hard- 
drinking hell-raiser the script makes him out 
to be. And Adrienne McGrath is completely 
unconvincing as a cynical poet “with battery 
acid in her veins.” Like Stella, Trashcan Duet is 
hard to love. —Paul Matwychuk 

kee 


THE TRICKY PART (STAGE 5) 

This one-man show about an adult survivor 
of childhood sexual abuse (starring South 
African actor Peter Hayes as playwright Mar- 
tin Moran) is absolutely riveting. 

Moran asks the question, “Is it possible that 
what harms us might come to restore us?” 
and Hayes more than delivers on this painful, 
blindingly intense proposition. But he takes 
his time before plunging into those emotion- 
al depths; the play begins with Hayes chat- 
ting amiably with the audience as himself, 
talking about his own life and experiences in 
South Africa, as well as his own first encoun- 


ter with the play. It's a disarming tactic, on, 
that sets a tone of remarkable honesty an 
makes you feel Hayes and Moran's Benin 
desire to communicate, explore, remembe, 
and heal. 

This may sound pretentious, but there's a 
quality of reverence before the sacred in th, 
show, and | am ashamed to have to put pj, 
art into my own words; The Tricky Part de. 
mands simply to be seen. —Elliot Kerr 
toto tow 


TROJAN WOMEN (STAGE 6) 

Adapting the classics is dangerous bys. 
ness, but Manchester's Eyewitness Theat 
Company knows what they are doing: tha; 
adaptation of Trojan Women is accessibj: 
and relevant to any modern-day audience 
Only the three youngest characters from 
Euripides’ original—-Andromache (Lau 
Danielle Sharp), Cassandra (Nell Corin) 
and Helen (Carly Tarett)—are featured in this 
version. With the mother figure Hecuba ab. 
sent, the young women have only each othe; 
to rely on for strength as they wait for thei 
Greek captors to take them from the fallen 
city of Troy. 

It's amazing to see how relevant the issues 
these women must deal with remain today 
Andromache has been the dutiful wife and 
mother at the expense of her own desire: 
The frenzied Cassandra has followed all the 
rules a good consecrated virgin should and 
yet has been punished by Apollo for refusing 
him. Helen, the epitome of female beauty, i: 
both revered and despised—and scorned for 
her own sexual desire. The play does feel a 
tad overlong and could have withstood still 
more cuts, but the complexity of the char- 
acters and the actors’ performances make 
this one very much worth your time. —Giorgia 
Severini 
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THE UGLY DUCKLING (BYOV A) 

Before this enjoyable puppet show begins 
the two storytellers introduce themselves 
and make a few confessions to their young 
audience, “When | was young,” says one, “! al- 
ways wished | had a different nose.” “I always 
wished | had blue eyes”, says the other. It isa 
gentle entry into a pleasant retelling of the 
Hans Christian Andersen classic. 

Here, the ducks and all the other characters 
are played by colourful puppets (all handled 
by Kate Ryan). There are a few songs—an¢ 
at least one has been stuck in my head evel 
since seeing the show. As in all good family 
shows, the audience gets a chance to pat 
ticipate and even help save the ugly duck 
ling (here named Sonny) from being boiled 
by a fox. At the performance | caught, the 
bright set and adorable puppets more than 
captured the attention of the audience of 
preschoolers (often a tough and squil™) 
crowd), and without making a whole lot of 
fuss, sent them home with a very clear edu: 
cational message. —Caitlin Fulton 
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WHISKEY, GIN, AND PINTS OF BEER 
(STAGE 4) 

It's a pleasant surprise to see a young cast 
like this one tackling a new, entertaining’ 
family dramedy instead of travelling the ty" 
ical post-sec drama student routes of arts! 
existentialism, sketch improv, or yet anothie! 
Edward Albee one-act. 

And an Irish patriarch’s funeral is a pretty 
high-tension place to start. Alexander Fo 
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syth’s booze-soaked romp begins with three 
prothers, their mother, and younger sister 
sitting around a kitchen table piled high with 
aicohol—the after-party from their fatRier’s 
wake Is ripping up the yard outside—and 
it doesn't take long for the uncomfortable 
family issues to surface. Murphy has returned 
home from college to bury his dad, and his 
brothers, Michael and Caley, do an excellent 
job at riling him for leaving town and aban- 
doning his girlfriend in between shots (and 
sometimes guzzling) of Jameson. 

Their Irish-tinged dialogue is quick and en- 
gaging. and the scenes, particularly the ones 
involving the spry and sensitive Caley, never 
fall flat. It's well acted, the direction is fresh, 
if a bit predictable. It’s MacGregor's Hard Ice 
Cream and Gas for the student crowd, full of 
guilt, laughter, arguing, and, in true student 
form, plenty of drunkenness too. —Fawnda 
Mithrush 
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WHY DO FOOLS FALLIN LOVE? (STAGE 6) 

Christine Lesiak and Adam Keefe take us 
through the various stages of falling in love 
in this okay Comedy starring their clown char- 
acters “Sheshell” and “Rocket.” It's a stan- 
dard love story with plenty of stereotypes 


~ and cliches (aren't we done with THX jokes 


yet?), but a few original and even stunning 


" moments, like the love scene created with 
flashlights. I'm. still wondering where they 


got that idea. 


" One odd aspect of the show is that Sheshell 


js almost the straight man while Rocket is 
completely uninhibited. Do opposites at- 
tract? Maybe so, but the show feels imbal- 


anced with one clown’s presence constantly 
overpowering the other. Still the two per 
formers seem to love their audience as much 
as the audience loves them, and they reward 
our indulgence throughout the show—at one 
point, they even feed audience members 
jelly donuts. Despite my reservations, |'m 
honour-bound to report that the nearly sold- 
out crowd at the performance | attended 
enjoyed just about every moment, so don't 
let my three-star rating dissuade you from 
checking this one out; for all | know, you 
might fall in love with Sheshell and Rocket 
too. —Giorgia Severini 
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WILD ABANDON (STAGE 8) 

This play was adapted from playwright 
Daniel Maclvor's original one-man show 
into a one-woman show in order to acco- 
modate performer Danielle Fordyce. I'm not 
sure how extensively the original script has 
been altered, but | can’t imagine it being 
performed by anyone else, let alone a male; 
Fordyce is a natural fit for the part-—a woman 
wisecracking and free-associating her way 
through a nervous breakdown. She's endear- 
ingly awkward in the way that all of us sort 
of are. 

The play itself is a tad on the artsy side—the 
plot is pretty much nonexistent and the logi- 
cal leaps from one image to another are often 
bewildering. (Maclvor wrote Wild Abandon in 
1990, shortly after See Bob Run, whichis also 
being produced at this year's Fringe—but it 
has more in common with this year's third 
Maclvor Fringe play, House.) But there many 
feally beautiful observations and moments 


that make the hour-long session in Fordyce’s 
company very worthwhile, despite the unex- 
pected, alienating ending. —Jill Stanton 
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THE WISHING TREE (STAGE 1) 

Gianna Vacirca, Vanessa Lever, and April 
Ashley Killins showcase absolutely incredible 
talent in this three-person show set, for all 
intents and purposes, within a small child's 
mind. A crafty mix of the Brothers Grimm tale 
and Hindu mythology, The Wishing Tree tells 
the story of a small girl, Abby (played by a 
pitch perfect and never quite overacted Van- 
essa Lever), taking a literal and metaphori- 
cal-journey through a forest to make a wish 
about her divorcing parents. 

It may sound like as cliched as an Afterschool 
Special, but instead it leaves you feeling the 
way you do when you read fairytales as an 
adult—you know what the ending might be, 
and the lesson as well, but the journey there 
is enjoyable all the same. Vacira and Killens 
both play at least four characters each with 
great dexterity, while multitasking direc- 
tor Samantha Slater deserves a special tip 
of the hat for her simple, fluid and beauti- 
ful set design. A fantastic show! —Andrea 
McQuade 
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WOODY SED (STAGE 5) 

This brief play by Vancouver's Thomas Jones 
compresses the eventful life of folksinging 
legend Woody Guthrie into 50 minutes of 
music and monologue, from Guthrie's hum- 
ble Oklahoma origins to his many travels 
across the length and breadth of his country, 


changing directions and destinations when- 
ever it seemed appropriate 

It’s with great shame that | confess my 
complete and total ignorance of Guthrie's 
life and music before attending Woody Sed, 
but | left Stage 5 eager to learn and hear 
much more, Jones’ acting and singing do an 
eerily convincing job of capturing Guthrie's 
personality—or at least what | now imagine 
his personality to be. Some of the second- 
ary characters come off less vividly, but this 
is still a fine, fine show. | would have liked 
to have heard more songs—at less than an 
hour, there's definitely room to squeeze in 
a couple more. Guthrie fans likely have this 
show in their sights already, but | can per- 
sonally testify that Guthrie neophytes will 
have a marvelous time as well. —Alejandro 
Moreno 
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WOOSTER SAUCE (BYOV A) 

| tried, | really did, but | just can’t get into 
dry, stiff-lipped British humour. | am also 
totally unfamiliar with the works of P.G. Wo- 
dehouse; prior to this show, | thought Jeeves 
was a search engine. That said, the Fringe is 
always crawling with Anglophiles, and | have 
no doubt Wooster Sauce (directed by the 
ubiquitous Kenneth Brown) will be right up 
their alley. 

Fringe regular John D. Huston (who special- 
izes in one-man adaptations of popular 
literature from the late 19th and early 20th 
century) is an excellent physical comedian 
and he's enough of a ham to play Bertie 
Wooster in all his cheerfully vapid glory—his 
overacting in this role makes Jeeves’ acer- 


bic quips all the more amusing. Indeed, the 
play really picks up in the second half, with 
Huston spending more.time in the role of 
Jeeves, as well as brief stints as a schoolgirl 
and a dour schoolmistress. Funny how, even 
in this day and age, the thought of a proper 
English gentleman squirming under the gaze 
of young schoolgirl is still wholly amusing 
—Melissa Priestley 
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WORD OF MOUTH {S KILLING US (STAGE 5) 
As best as | could tell, this show Is trying to 
score an across-the-board no-stars sweep, 
so I'm giving them half a star just out of 
spite, What other explanation could there be 
for the segment where the cast located the 
reviewers in the audience and did their best 
to embarrass the three of us with breakdanc 
ing moves and sexual remarks. 

But | got off easy compared to the poor 
woman picked from the audience to engage 
with one of the male performers in a long 
and vulgar conversation about her vagina. 
Together, these four stand-up routines will 
stay with me for the rest of my life as one 
of the most painful Fringe experiences of all 
time (though they don’t hold a candle to the 
legendary “naked man reading the phone 
book" show that | saw many Fringes ago) 
The performers are actually experienced Al- 
berta comics, but with nine stone-cold sober 
audience members in a hot dark room, these 
boys fell very flat. If you're a misogynist dick, 
come see this one with a woman you'd like 
to publicly humiliate—you'll have a fantastic 
time. —Elliot Kerr 
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Private lessons, group classes & workshops at all levels. 


We do more than teach you to sing. 
You'll learn the difference between good and great! 





We do more than teach you to dance. 
You'll learn to ... 
unleash you’re your beauty & grace. 


|, Spaces available in our fall sessions. 
» Hear what our students are saying. 


Call, e-mail or visit our website. 


Phone: 780 990 9541 | 
information@edVentureArts.ca 
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